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PART ONE 







LIVED IN TOE CITY of Shanghai in the fifteenth year o£ 
the Chinese Republic and in the western year nineteen 
hundred and twenty-six, a rich banker whose surname was 
Wu, who had two sons. His family for several generations 
had been wealthy, and for at least three had been known in the life 
of the city, although in differing ways. Mr. Wu held the family’s 
present position because he was the head o£ the Great China Bank, 
which had branches all through central and southern China. He 
had as a young man gone abroad to Japan and to Europe to visit 
banks, and upon his return he had at once begun to build the bank 
which later became so powerful in the new republic. 

But his father, old Genei*al Wu, had nothing to do with banks 
except, as a military man, to look at them hopefully in times o£ 
the war in which nevertheless he never fought. General Wii, in 
his youth during the late Manchu dynasty, had been sent abroad, 
not by his parents, who were indeed filled with terror at the idea 
so that his mother wept and refused food until he was allowed, 
by special imperial decree, to delay his going long enough to give 
her a grandson. Only when a red and crying child, now Mr. Wu 
the banker, was placed in her old arms immediately after his birth, 
did she allow General Wu, then an impetuous and handsome lad 
of eighteen, to go abroad. He was sent with several other young 
men, by the Emperor, during the brief years when it seemed that 
the dynasty would reform its old and obsolete army. But the reforms 
were never made. All the world knows that the strong and power- 
ful Empress Dowager overruled her weak son, and put down his 
reforms, and General Wu found himself without money after less 
than two years in Berlin. His father sent him. enough to come 
home, and it was at that time that the young ofBcer perceived the 
importance of banks. Bankers,, he decided, were the men who ruled 
nations, not emperors or kings, and he made up his mind forthwith 
that his two-year-old son should become a banker. ■ ‘ ' 
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And he was able to do as he had decided. Before his ship reached 
the docks of Shanghai, his old father had died, and his mother, 
unable to linger after, killed herself by swallowing her jade and ^ 
gold rings. General Wu, therefore, found himself at the head of 
the Wu family, since he was the .only son, and its huge' fortunes 
were his, as well as the ancestral houses and lands, which were not 
in Shanghai but far away in the inner province of Hunan. 

The money was stored in curious places. Old Mr. Wu, deceased, 
had never understood or trusted banks. He looked upon them as 
a purely foreign scheme for extortion. His large sums of cash were 
therefore in the shape of silver shoes, which he kept in boxes under 
his own roof. General Wu’s first act was to deposit all these silver 
shoes in the vaults of various banks. His next was to use many of 
them in the building of a great square brick house in the French 
section of Shanghai, which was then the fashionable place to live. 
He hired a young French architect to build the house, and also 
to have it furnished. When it stood completed he moved his family 
into it, though it looked like a wealthy house in Paris and was not 
in the least Chinese. When his wife complained of its discomforts, 
such for instance as the thick carpets which meant that nothing 
could be dropped upon the floors, he reminded her that thousands 
of women in foreign countries had to put up with such discomforts. 
Thereafter he paid no attention to her. He lived in the house 
peacefully enough for forty years, while his eldest son grew up and 
became a banker and his other sons were born and grew up and 
went their ways. His daughters he never included in the number 
of his children, although he performed his duty and married them 
to welkto-do men, and having done his duty, ceased to think of 
them further. His eldest son continued to live with him and his 
aging wife in the large French house, and at the proper time was 
married to a well-educated young Shanghai lady, and by her he had 
his two sons, I-ko and I-wan. 

Old General Wu was perfectly satisfied when these two grand- 
sons were born. He had lived a peaceful life and had never been 
m a wlr nor seen a battle. But he was called General because the 
Bshgerqt,; long deadj^ .had sent him to a German military school, 
^hd;als9'btouS0,, of his 'great wealth. Moreover, he possessed several * 
he. had ordered a Shanghai tailor to ^opy for him ‘ 

i ‘I i ! •: 1 1 ■ i ’ ' '■ i ; * * ■ li. -i / ' : , ' 
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from the uniforms of an English general, an American admiral, 
and a French marshal when these officers visited Shanghai at various 
times and inspected the troops of their countries stationed there* 
Old General Wu was a handsome figure in any one of the uniforms, 
though the one he wore most often was a combination of. them 
made after his own, design, with an added touch of , the , Russian, 
cossack. He did not, of course, wear these uniforms at home. There 
he wore soft old robes of heavy brocaded silks and satins and on 
his feet velvet shoes. But the uniforms hung in his closet and were 
brushed by a manservant at every change of season, when also all 
his medals, some of which he had bought and some of which had 
been presented to him by different persons who wanted money, 
were polished and put away again. 

In this house Tko and I-wan grew to young manhood with fair 
happiness, their chief trouble being only in the difference of their 
two natures. For T’wan had always been the favorite with the whole 
household, grandparents, parents, and servants. I-ko, the elder, was 
a pouting child, easily spoiled, who turned, it seemed naturally, to 
mischief and malice. But Fwan was cheerful and tender, and the 
same indulgence which had been so ruinous to I-ko seemed not 
to hurt him at all. He had reached his eighteenth year and had got 
into only one difficulty, which he had never had to explain to his 
grandparents and parents because they knew nothing about it. 
He had been arrested and put in jail. It is true that he remained 
thete only one night. As soon as it became known whose son he 
was, the head jailer himself rushed into his cell, the sweat pouring 
down his face. 

“Sir, forgive me for being a fool,” he cried to Twan, who was 
sitting on three bricks piled one on top of the other in a corner 
of a crowded and filthy cell. “But why didn't you tell me, sir, that 
your father is Mr. Wu, the banker, and your grandfather the old 

“If I deserve to go to jail, I deserve to go to jail,” I-wan replied 
with majesty. 

He was the only one among the prisoners who wore a silk robe, 
and the ends were draggled with filth. A young man who was in 
the cell with him had asked him scornfully, “Why don’t you tuck 
up your wonderful robe?” He, was a rough-looking young man in 
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a government-school uniform of ^ cheap' blue cotton* I-wan hiroself 
went to a private school kept 'by missionaries for the sons of rich 
men. There they wore no uniforms, but always silk robes* 

'‘Because I have better ones/’ I-wan had replied. 

It was at' this moment that the jailer came in. When lie heard 
what I-waii said, his face fell into still more alarm. 

"Don’t be angry with me, young lord!” he begged. “Why, your 
father could have me thrown out of this pleasant jail if he liked! 
I am a poor man. Come out and I will hire a horse carriage and 
' have you returned to your father unharmed. And when you feach 
home, plead for me, young sir, I beg you!” 

I-wan would have liked to refuse proudly. But he was only 
eighteen and he was tired and hungry, and the cell was fouL His 
cellmates, moreover, ivere a sullen and dirty-looking group of men 
‘of different sorts and ages, and of them all only the young student 
in the uniform seemed good. He rose, therefore, but widi dignity, 
and went out. 

But as the frightened jailer was* about to lock the iron gate 
again I-wan paused. 

"Wait!” he commanded. "Let that student come out, also.” 

"That I cannot,” the jailer said. "He is a revolutionist.” * 

"So am I,” I-wan declared. 

It was true that he had been arrested in the foreign school as 
a revolutionist. Soldiers had come in and searched them as they 
searched all students anywhere they found them. I-wan had been 
walking alone and as it happened reading a book therx very popular 
among all the students and written by a German named Karl 
Marx. Since he had always done as he liked, he made no secret of 
it when the soldiers demanded what he was reading. 

"Karl Marx,” he said, scornfully, for what did soldiers know? 

But to his amazement they had at once arrested him and dragged 
him to prison and thrown him into the cell, where he had raged all 
night long, at first aloud, until the other prisoners had snarled at 
him to be quiet so they could sleep. 

The son of the great banker Wu could never be a revolutionist,” 
the jailer now declared. ' 

^ But I-w^n stamped his foot.' , - ' ' ' ' , ‘ 

"I will certainly see that you lose your job!” he shouted. 

■ ^ ' The little- jadet tUrjaed ■ a. pafa; yellow. ’ ■ ' ■ ' 
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how shall I ex^plain?” he wailed. 

'*Say I commanded I-wan said* ''Say that I personally am 
resp0n.sible.’' 

While this was going on the young man came and stood at the 
door, his square strong face unmoved, but his eyes brilliant and 
watchful, 

“Oh iieavenP’ the jailer wailed. “Oh mercy!” 

But I-wan snatched the keys from his hand and himself opened 
dictate while the jailer moaned and pulled his own hair* 

“You can say you know nothing about it,” I-wan said, and held 
the door with his body and his foot only wide enough for the 
young man, who came out at once and stood waiting- Then I-wan 
locked the gate again and gave the key back to the jailer, and he 
touched the young man on the arm and they walked away together, 
while behind them the dirty “and cowed faces of the prisoners 
pressed against the bars. 

The two young men did not speak until they had climbed into 
the old horse carriage which the jailer called* 

“I hope, sir,” he begged of I-wan, “that you will remember my 
plight if I am asked—” 

“Let me know,” I-wan said curtly, and gave the horse driver 
the number of his father’s house. 

They were already in the carriage, but at this the young man 
turned to him. 

“You must know I cannot go there.” 

“Why not?” I-wan asked. 

“I am really a revolutionist,” the young man declared, smiling 
curiously. 

“Are you?” I-wan asked, “But I have always wanted to find one.” 

“There are plenty of us in the university,” the young man said 
lightly. And then before I-wan could stop him, he had leaped 
from the low slowly-moving carriage. “My name,” he said quickly, 
“is Liu En-lan, and I thank you for freedom.” He ran then into 
the crowd before I-wan could lay hold upon him, but he turned 
once, smiled a wide bright smile, and was gone. There was nothing 
for I-wan to do but to go home. ‘ - 

When he entered the house he found he had not even been 
missed. Often he came in late when he went to the theater, which 
was his usual amusement place since he was especially fond of 
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p%s about the heroes of ancient times, such as one found in stories 
of good robbers, who robbed the rich and gave to the poor* Two 
or three times a week he went to these plays and came home near 
dawn and opened the door with his own key* 

And in this house everyone slept late* Day after day he rose and 
ate his breakfast alone and went to school, having seen no one 
except servants* Now he went upstairs to his own room* It was 
exactly as it had always been. He went to the bed and tossed it as 
though he had slept in it. Then he took off his clothes, bodied 
himself and put on over his white silk undergarments a plain 
robe of blue silk. He had scarcely done this before there was 
cough at the door, it opened, and his mother’s bondmaid, Penny, 
came in with tea as she did every morning. 

am late,” she said hurriedly when she saw him already dressed* 
overslept myself.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” he replied. “I am not going any more to 
that foreign school.” 

“What now?” she asked, surprised, setting down the tray. 

“I am going to the public university,” he announced. 

“But that school!” she cried. “Anybody can go to id” 

“Therefore I can go,” he declared. 

“Your father won’t let you,” Peony retorted, “nor your grand- 
father.” 

“Then I won’t eat,” I-wan said with energy. 

“Which means,” she said mischievously, “I must carry food in 
here under my coat as I have before when you wanted sometliing. 
Shame, I-wan! It’s I-ko’s trick!” 

They both laughed. 

But that was how I-wan came to go to the National University, 
and How he came to know the revolutionists and to become one 
of them. For, surely enough, as soon as he stopped eating, his 
mother .flew to his father and his grandmother assailed his grand- 
father, and within fewer than four days he was wearing a uniform 
. exaedy like the one Liu En4an wore, except that his mother in- 
sisted that it , be made of the best English broadcloth and cut by . 

; ;;.his triior, On.this;l-wan yielded, since after all it was 

and 'it.gaVe'his parents and grandparents 
least,” they said, 

i I '1', '' 1 >1 f ' / ' i 1 1 1 ^ ’i' 4 1 ‘4 ; - ^ 4 i ■- ‘J -M : • t ’ ' i ^ 
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cxjiminiiig the new uniform when he put it OB, ‘It is ¥ery 'becom- 
ing 10 him.” 

^ “Come here/* his grandmother cried, “let me feel your cheeks!’* 
And still fot compromise he bent and let her feel his cheeks 
with her dry old hands. 

“Little meat dumpling!” she murmured. 

And he endured tliis, too, because, after all, he had what he 
really wanted. 

Two 3^ears later, in this fifteenth year of the republic, I-wan, 
without anyone of his family dreaming such a thing could be, had 
become one of those revolutionists whose secret groups met in 
every school in China. He lived two wholly separate lives, his 
old life as die younger son in a rich house, and tliis other life as 
a passionate young man among other such young men, dreaming 
of overthrowing the new republic and setting up a still newer 
one, since they were as rebellious against the republic as their 
fathers had been against the throne. Neither life had anything to 
do with the other. None of his schoolmates had even seen the big 
square house where he lived, until one day in early autumn, he 
stopped on his way from school at a sweet-shop near his home. 
When he came out again someone passed him and called his name. 
It was Peng Liu, one of the band of revolutionists, and the only 
one he did not like, though Peng Liu was of no importance. He 
was the son of a small shopkeeper in the city, a small mean- 
looking fellow with narrow eyes and a loose mouth through 
which he perpetually breathed with a foul breath. No one liked 
him, though these things, after all, he could not help, 

“I-wan!” Peng Liu called. “Where are you going?” 

“Home,”' I-wan replied, and wished he had thought of a lie^ 
because now Peng Liu sauntered along with him and there was 
nothing to do with him until they reached the big house. 'He made 
up his mind, however, that he would not ask Peng Liu to come in. 
Peng Liu would never understand why, though a revolutionist, 
he lived in this house, and he would not like him the better for 
seeing its luxuries. Besides, why was Peng Lin here at all? His 
home was far away in the Chinese "part of 'ftte city. Had Peng.LiU'' 
purposely followed bini? ^ 
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He stopped at the gate aiid shifted his school books. He looked 
about. him quickly and then he glanced at the windows of the 
house to see if I-ko might be there watching him. He did not) 
want I-ko to see Peng Liu. He would immediately suspect Peng 
Liu’s poor garments and meager, sickly face. But tliere was no 
one at the window^s, and them were few people loitering in the 
hot sunshine of an early September afternoon in Shanghai. So he 
said in a low clear voice, “Until tomorrow/ comrade T’ 

“Until tomorrow/’ Peng Liu said quickly. "" 

“Coward!” Lwan thought with scorn. “He is afraid to say com- 
rade even %vhen no one is near/* 

But Peng Liu lingered. “Is this where you live?” he asked with 
wonder. He looked up at the huge square brick house with 
columned porticos. 

“I can’t help it/’ Lwan said. “My grandfather built it and my 
father lives with him, and naturally as yet I live with my father/’ 

“It’s a fine foreign house/’ Peng Liu said. 

But Lwan despised the humility in his voice. He thought, “Peng 
Liu would like to come in, but I won’t ask him. Besides, I-ko would 
despise him/’ 

“Good-by/* he repeated aloud. 

“Good-by,” Peng Liu replied. 

I-wan turned away sharply and ran up the marble steps and let 
himself quietly into the house. But he could not be quiet enough 
for his grandmother when she was not drowsy with opium. And 
because she loved him so well she tried every day not to be drowsy 
when he came home from school: 

He was late today because of a secret meeting and because after 
it he had been hungry and stopped at the sweet-shop and that was 
why her voice was impatient when she called, “I-waii, come here! 
Where have you been?” 

At that moment Peony came out of his grandmother’s room and 
took his books and his hat. She framed her soft red lips into 
vpicelfess ".words,, 

“She is very cross!” ■ 

Ht..,feagged:;and..fr^ ’ 

^ ,, ,,Uohiing,^GrandiBothctl” he mpiswcroi. “Has I-ko come home?” 
he,- asked Teony.; Hb waited '.until; hfe saw her shake her head, and 
'■ hh; graudmoA^ ^ 
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Every day since lie was sajears old and starting school he had 
to come straight to his grandmother as soon as he reached hame^ 
and every day he hated it - more. He was sullen whenever he 
Thought of it, that this old^ woman was waiting for him and that 
he must come to her. In their secret meetings when they talked of 
throwing off family bondage, he had sprung to his feet and shouted, 

* ‘‘Until we are free of our, families we can never accomplish any- 
thing!’* He W'as thinking of his own family, but especially of his 
grandmother. 

I am, Grandmother/*, he said sulkily. 

But she never noticed his sulkiness. She was sitting on the edge 
of the big, separe couch. The lamp and pipe were ready for her 
use. She had only been w^aiting for him. 

‘‘Come here/* she said. So he went a little nearer. “Come here, 
so I can feel you/* she insisted. 

He had to go near her, though this was what he hated most. She 
put out her thin long-nailed hand and took his hand in both of hers. 

“Your palms are wetP’ she exclaimed, 

“It is very hot outside/* he said. 

“You*ve been hurrying/* she scolded. “How often have I told 
you never to hurry? It destroys the life force.’* 

“I like to walk quickly/* he declared. 

“It is not what you like/* she said. “You have to consider the 
family. You are my grandson.** 

No, this was what he hated most of all, this sense that to her 
he was valuable only because he was her grandson, a person to 
carry on her family. 

“I must sometimes do what I like/* he said sullenly. 

She gripped his wrist suddenly between her thumb and fore- 
finger. ^ 

“You are always doing what you like/* she said loudly. “You 
think of no one but yourself — is this generation! I-ko is the same. 
He has not come near me all day.** 

Then immediately she was afraid she had made him angry, so 
she reached for her comfit box with one hand, still clinging to him 
with the other, and gave him a candied date. 

He would, have lihed to refim it, but when he saw it, i he. f felt ^ 
hungry against ^ his will. He was- always hungry! So he'tpolti, lit/ 
frowning, and ate it, ■ 
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L laughing. “1 don’t give these dates to anyone 

but you.” She began caressing his arm under his sleeve. “They are 
gwd for the blood— no one gets them but you and me. Althouoh— ” 
she raised her voice a htde so that Peony waiting in the hall might' 
hear, I know that miserable girl slave steals them when I am 
asleep! 

_ “I, Mistress.?” Peony’s silvery tranquil voice answered through 

the open door* Never, Mistress!’^ ° 

‘Yes she does,” the old woman said to him. “She steals werv- 
thmg she can, that girl. We’ve had her eleven years but she h4 

Se5y 

He did^ not answer. He was not going to defend Peony and have 
his grandmother accuse him of wickedness. He had made that 
[nistake be lore. He pulled his hand away 

“ whole Easlii pope, „*e before 


waited an instant, 


THE PATRIOT 


S7 

liis head and marched to the door. Then he glanced back. She was 
stirring the sticky stiiflE with a tiny silver spoon. But she was not 
looking at it. She was waiting mischievously for him, and when 

\he caught his glance she stuck her red tongue far out of her mouth. 
He slammed the door on the sight. 

* But there was no shutting out that sweet sick smell of opium. 
Upstairs in his own room he threw his windows wide hut it was 
still im use. The evening air was windless and the smell hung 
througli the house, faint yet penetrating. All his life he had smelled 
it and hated it. In an old Chinese house courtyard walls would 
have cut it off, perhaps, but up through these vast halls and piled 
stairways the ancient odor of opium crept like a miasma. It was 
the essence of everything Bwan hated, that stealing lethargic 
fragrance that in its very sweetness held something of the stink of 
death. The house was saturated with it. It clung in the silk hang- 
ings Oil the walls and in the red cushions on the chairs and couches. 
I-wan, pulling silk stuffed quilts about him at night in bed smelled, 
or imagined he did, that reek. 

For that reason, he had told himself, he wanted his room bare, 
as bara as Exidans little dormitory cubicle in the university. He 
made Peony take down the heavy damask curtains which the 
French decorator, years before he was born, had draped across the 
windows. Every window in the house had them except now these 
two in his rooms. Without them the windows stretched tail and 
stark, and the light fell into his room like a blast of noise. Peony 
was always complaining about the hideousness of his room. She 
was always trying to soften this hard light. Today when he came 
in he saw at once she had been doing it again. In the window she 
had put a blue vase, and in that a branch of rosy-flow=^ered oleander. 
For a moment he thought, ‘'What have I to do with flowers? Hi 
take them away/’ 

But he did not go beyond thinking. He did not want to hurt 
Peony’s feelings because she was the only one in this house to 
whom he could talk at all And he had not made up his mind 
whether or not he would tell even her everything— that is, that He 
had joined finally that secret revolutionary band and that 'some day; 
soon he must renounce all else. When he thought of renouncing 
this house and this life, his head: -swelled and shrank too..' Still it. 
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was the only way to save the country-"“t0xut off all this old dead 
life— the life of capitalism! ’ ■ • ■ 

YeSj, I-ko was dead, too, as dead as his grandmother, even though 
he 'was a young man. He was dead because he cared for nothing 
except himself and his own pleasures. Because of his position, as the 
son of the president of a great modern bank, he had an easy place 
near his father, I-wan himself did not know of ail that I-ko did. 
But he knew enough to know that he would never be like I-ko if 
he could help it. « 

Now he took off his dark blue school uniform and put on% long 
robe of 'soft gray-green silk. This 'was because his grandfather 
disliked to see him at home in the rough school uniform. 

^'When you come into my presence/’ he had directed I-wan, 
‘'appear in your natural garb.” 

"When I renounce them all/’ I-wan thought to himself as he 
fastened the small buttons of twisted silk, "I will never wear any- 
thing but the uniform/’ For of course in that life -of revolution to 
which he would go, this robe would be absurd. To clamber over 
rocks, to march long miles among country villages, to preach on 
the streets to the people and tell them they ought to revolt against 
the rich and those who oppressed •them— one could not wcai^ a silk 
gown for such things* He must even change his name. No one 
would believe in the son of a rich Shanghai banker— 

'He heard a little cough and suddenly Peony put her head in at 
the door. 

."Your grandfather asks why you delay, and your parents com- 
mand you to come at once,” she announced. 

"Fm coming,” he said shortly. 

'Her voice changed. She came into the room and went straight 
toward the window. 

"Did you see the oleander?” she asked softly. 

' "Yes,” he said* ’ ■ : 

Now he was taking off his leather shoes and putting on black, 
velvet slippers. If his grandfather heard him clacking on the floors 
in : his ischooi .shoes he would ^tiiply have to turn around again 


them?” 


they b^utiful with' 'the ,.%ht shining through 


np./Ppr^the.&^t^tiinem'his life' he ■uuddmlj'U'W 
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Peony not as Peony, the bondmaid -with whom he had played 
and quarreled as long as he could remember. She was a pretty girl 
standing by those flowers. If he did not know she was only Peony, 
he would say she was a pretty girl. . 

"I didn’t look at them,” he said. And without a word he went 
out Why did he now notice how Peony looked? Ide remembered ' 
when Peony was a small yellow-faced mite who never seemed 'to 
grow at all. 

“Certainly she costs us nothing in food,” his mother always 
said. ! . . No one could say Peony was yellow, now. She would 
never be tall, but she was not yellow. 

He crossed the great square upstairs hall and he stood before 
a heavy walnut door opposite his own and coughed, 

“Come in,” his grandfather called. 

So he went in. 

It was impossible to despise his grandfather as he did his grand- 
mother. His grandfather knew many things, though, being old, 
he forgot much. But he would allow greater knowledge to no one. 
Even though I-wan perceived the absurdity of this in an old man, 
he continued to be a little afraid of his grandfather. When any- 
body ^aid the foreigners did thus, his grandfather could always say 
whether they really did or not. When anyone asked him to tell’ 
something about the foreign countries, he always said, “I was in 
all the western countries, and each is different from the others and 
all are different from us — that is the chief thing ” 

If pressed further he would tell of strange things he had seen. 
At first, fifty years ago, these things seemed stranger than they did 
now. A train, for instance, fifty years ago was like nothing so much 
as a dragon. To people listening he said, “Imagine a dragon roaring 
across the country, smoke pouring from its nostrils—” Now of 
course, there were plenty of trains. Everybody in Shanghai had seen 
trains. The old man could say no more about them. But he main- 
tained his dignity. 

“Sit down,” his grandfather said. “What have you studied today ?” 

I-wan sat- on, the edge ■ of his chair and began. “Sir, I studied; 
today history, .geography, English, and mathematics”' ^ ; y v, ^ 

■ . “No military science?” his grandfather _ asked sharply* ' !, ; ; 

^ “Tomorrow is science, sir,”l-wan' answered. ’ , . ; . 

. “Military science-— military science Is the thing,” his.grandfetiif:i::''’' 
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said. *'Naw when I was in Germany'' I saw troops passing in re- 
view, and I received certain definite ideas. That is why I hired a 
German tutor for you last summer.” ^ 

I-wan sat staring at his grandfather without seeing or hearing 
■ him. He had trained himself to do this by much experience. 
Germany fifty years ago — ^what had it to do with him? He sat 
thinking and not thinking, his eyes following his grandfather's thin 
yellow hand as it moved up and down in his white straggling 
beard. If he should tell Peony tonight when she came to mi&e up 
his bed that he was a revolutionist — ^but if he told her that some day 
he must renounce them all, that he could never come home again, 
of course Peony would not see him again, either. Then she would 
cry. Perhaps he would not tell anybody — ^just not come home any 
more when the day of revolution broke. In the secret meeting 
today Liu En-laii had said, '‘Next spring—” 

“Now you may go,” his grandfather said kindly. “You listen well 
and I have great plans for you, I-wan,” 

I-wan rose, bowed, and turned. At the door he bowed again. 
He seldom spoke id his grandfather’s room unless he most answer 
a question. He was always glad to get away, too. The room was 
full of old books and too much furniture. It was musty and uUaired 
and smelled of an old man. His grandfather did not open the win- 
dows often. In the daytime he declared it was cooler to keep them 
shut and at night he feared the moist air, I-wan shut the door 
behind him. 

“This house is full of smells,” he thought. Even Peony had a 
smell. She used a jasmine scent. It was too sweet and he had told 
her so, but she loved it and would not give it up. 

“The trouble is with you,” she always insisted. “Your nose is too 
keen to smell What other people like, you dislike. You make a 
point of it” She said such things in her pretty voice. The words 
were sharp but they sounded soft , , , 

^ Now he must go to his parents, and then he would be free. Pie 
lindckel ^ ‘at' 'another , door and entered ■ at once without waiting. 

, two, hoge rooms wMch,he 'knew best of all, because, 

,had icarncd'to Wai'k onYkis smooth parquetry floor 
wlth^hp^ty Chinese ^ rugs-. He knew every, ornament, from 
^ blackwood/; cabinet, .which he' was netef 
-'to dephants with*w1^ich he 
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could always play as much as he liked. He still liked sometimes to 
take the big hollow ivory filigree ball into his hands and turn it and 
try to separate with his eye the seventeen different ivory balls 
wifliin, each separate and turning. 

His mother was sitting by the window embroidering^ and Iiis' 
father w^as at a huge Blackwood desk at one end o£ the room. He 
was still in the foreign dress he wore at the banknnd he looked 
up as I-waii came in. . ' ^ 

"'Afo you’ve seen your grandparents/’ he said, *1 am only just 
come home — I must change.” But he did not move. *'Has your 
brother come in?” he asked, 

‘‘No, Father/’ I-wan answered. 

Madame Wu looked up from her satin with her soft doubting 
face and put out her hand to her son. 

“Come here/’ she said in English. She spoke English well and 
was proud of it. In her youth her father had kept an elderly English 
lady for years as her governess. “You look tired, I-wan.” 

“I am tired/’ he answered in English. He liked speaking English, 
Fie could leave off the long courteous phrases he had to use in 
Chinese. In English one could not sensibly say, “Your honorable — ” 
and “I, tlfe humble one—” Still his mother was very Chinese some- 
times, She had certain superstitions which did not at all suit her 
pure English accent. All his little boyhood he went with a silver 
lock and chain about his neck to lock his life in. He used to pull 
at it in secret, but he could not break it. The silversmith had welded 
the last link fast around his neck. 

“You are so late/’ his mother said. 

“We had a meeting after school/’ he replied. 

“What are these meetings?” his father asked in Chinese. 
“Political meetings,” I-wan answered, still in English. 

“Don’t get yourself entangled,” his father said. Now he spoke 
in English, too, as he did only when he wanted to be sure the 
servants could not understand. He spoke English fluently but badly, 
confusing his I’s and r’s and n’s, as he did in French and German 
also. “Young, students can do nothing to chwgc those in control.; 
But those' in , control can cut;off' your .'heads” 

'■fTwanf”;his mother cried. -“Promise: me — ” • ' , . , , ; 

' > His .father we;nt on_ without heeding her. - • , . ' • ■ 

**Th)e government' is' not; going m'heaf any nonsense 


and girls,” he said warmly, “Besides, none of you understands all 
that IS involved in running a country. You are full of criticisms 
and rebellions. But what do you understand of money and bankino- 
of foreign loans, for instance?” 

“Why do we need foreign loans?” I-wan burst out. They had 
been ta Iking about foreign loans this afternoon in the meeting and 
Bn-lan had got up and in the quietest way had offered his life to 
their cause, as a protest. Until that moment they had not under- 
stood the importance and danger of the new million-dftllar loan 

from Japan, for which the surety was to be a certain meat iron 
mine in the north. ^^^^^ ^ ^ 


This latest loan from abroad,” En-lan had said, “is not given 

Aat to the foreign nation that lends us money. The students 

to us^wTb^'^ government officials but they pay no attention 
to us With your permission, I will conceal a pistol in my sleeve 
and shoot the Minister of Finance as he goes home for dinner with 
his new concubine. 

No one spoke. They were aU staring at him. And he drew back 
h s lips m a snarl, and between his shining white teeth he hissed 
His new concubine cost him ten thousand dollars! Only ‘Ministers 
of inance can keep buying new concubines!” 

kiU ren?mv^"5i °f their group had offered his life to 

icili ^ enemy. It had been done often enough elsewhere so that 

rtiem haTbroT'" ^“^y^uards. especially since 

AfflhT Thai ? “f of Foreign 

,^51 ‘ho twenty-one demands that Japan had 

made . They broke into excited talk. But then it was^decided 
th^En-lan could not be spared yet-too much was to come. 

Nevertheless what he had offered to do had made the hour 
intense for their cause. 

“Why do we need foreign loans?” his father repeated “Because 

ev«y country in reconstruction needs foreign Ioan^> 

he n T? t ""ff a handsome flat-cheeked face and 

pn e iumself on being a modern man. Among his friends 

. Japanese. Mr. Wu 

Tdoan' ^A'^' who believed in close friendship with 

J4pto. . 'Asia ,fQit foe Asians,”' liked, to quote, after foe Japanese 
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Miiiist'er o£ Foreiga Affairs had first -used these words ia a speech 
before the League of Nations. 

''You cannot understand,” he now said to 'his son kindly, "be- 
cause you are at the idealistic age. I also at twenty bad certain ideals, 
I was a secret follower of the Young Emperor and his reforms. 
Most young men were. I dax'esay you also follow some such cult 
'With your fellows ” 

"I-ko never was like this,”’ his mother murmured. 

"I-waB is more like me,” his father said sharply. 

I-warf sat down. He did not answer his parents. Long ago he 
had learned that trick. It was at once filial in respect and by it he 
told nothing. His mother had taken up her embroidery again, and 
his father his pen. He did not care what his father said, he told 
himself, and yet — ^Iiis father could so easily prick something in him 
with a few words, and make him feel small and young. As if the 
revolutionists now could be compared to whatever those young 
men had been under the weak Emperor! His father was busy and 
rich and successful now, though he had been a spoiled child, 
coaxed and coddled as I-ko had been when for so long he was the 
only son. The old servants still in the house were full of stories 
about his willfulness as a child. But somehow his father had not 
been made weak by spoiling. Instead he only continued to be 
opinionated and domineering and to do as he liked. I-wan knew 
that sometimes his parents quarreled bitterly, but he did not know 
about what. His mother had been a rich man’s only daughter and 
there were few W’-omen so well educated as she had been in her 
youth. But still she obeyed her husband, even though they quarreled. 
Everyone obeyed him, even his parents, although he made a show 
of yielding to them, since that was suitable. 

"May I go now, Father?” Lwan asked. 

"In a moment,” his father replied. 

So he sat waiting, but rebellion grew hot in him. 

"My father,” he thought, "has nothing to say to me, but he 
keeps me waiting to show that he can. He never wants to give me 
permission at once to go away. He wants to show his power over 
me.” His lips curled a little. When he renounced them all— 

"Have you any plans?” his 'lather 'asked suddenly in Chinese. 

Twan looked up. His father- had pur down his pen. „ ' 
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I have been thinking for some time we ought to plan your 
future, he said. ‘Your mother, too, has plans.” 

“Twenty,” his mother said. “You are a man.” 

I-wan felt himself turn scarlet. His father went on, kindly, oh*- 


serving his son. 


“Let your mind rest,” he said. “We shall not force you or your 
brother m anything. We have not betrothed you and shall not.' 
Long ago we talked of it, and we decided to leave you and I-ko 

tree to choose your own wives,’* , 

rhank you^ sir/’ I-wan murmured, ♦ 

Of course he knew they had done this. I-ko loitered in his room 
sometimes at night, talking of girls he knew whom he might marn 
it he liked. He couio never decide which of these girls he wanted 
to marry, and sometimes he ended by laughing at himself. 

Itoe IS still no law against more than one wife,” he would 
say, though the women are growing so independent they want 

PmteS”' ^ ^ 

mTtllh had always taken his freedom for 

granted, for the first time now I-wan felt gratitude toward his 
parents. Plenty of his schoolmates were already betrothed ‘because 

fi^ht for the freedom of choice in marriage. The girls 

^ ^ 

meetings. We must have the right to marry whom we like, or 

if we do not wish to do so.” 

Of course, everybody had agreed, 

“Jone together 

they discussed this determination of the girls. They agreed still that 

would happen if women began to refuse to be married.? It would 

“ ■ ““ “ 

y«™14” 1= said. 
Io,dest said longest for 

l-'/ftli 10 his pocket aud Dulledl our 

6i„,,t „n. o pniat. “ve ^“.Jned 




■stll I-wa„ ™ amazed and aecredy a litde .n,w 

r„Id r • t *oot hk lead. 

dS”tr I a”, any day 1 may be 

dead? ha aakri. "Bendea. she does not ask for nirriaje." 

I wiiuo “S ti: » ™'“°- ““ “> “-i 

handed the letter bade to En-lan and he put it in his 

home“TSl' P“"”“ &t =■' at 

liome« lhat is why I never go home.” 

aboS something 

“u * * En-Ian^ whom he had rescued out of jail. 

fstbe!' ” '! ^*' 1 ?' ‘’“;*d 'ho direction of your education,” his 
fathtu went on. "Naturally, I hope m take you into the bank with 
me, as 1 did your elder brother.” 

He’a.uM ^ *" a*"™!, >““*1 

He could not bear the thought of their hatred. He knew very weU 

IZIrT ^^ealth. He 

thought for a moment with passionate envy of En-lan. En-lan was 
a peasant’s son and proud of it. 

“My father is a common man,” En-lan was fond of saying. “Mv 
TOreTif-r^H^ read or write.” En-lan was hard toward all who 
I! 1 ‘ ™derstand why, though I-wan also 

espised capitalists, he still secredy loved his father in spite of all his 
rebelliousness tow^d him. En-lah would say in his quiet definite 

rnii b ^ a capitahst and an 

enemy he cannot be my father. ...” 

hurry you or force you,” his father was saying kindly, 
u are my son. But when you know what you want, tell me.” 

^ He nodded and I-wan rose. As had so often happened before, his 
irntauon was gone. His father’s show of authority had ended in 

such kiaduess* 

“Thank you. Father,” I-wan murmured. 

Where are you going?” his mother asked. 

“To my room to study,” he replied. . ^ ^ 

She nodded, content to know he would be in the house, and hfe; ^ 
went out and closed the door ^er him. Later they vyould ; 
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downstairs at the great table in the dining room to eat a dinner 
tlmit would have been a feast to EnJaii. But it was wliaf they had 
every day. «■ 

Nevertheless^ thinking of it he grew a little hungry. He wouklj 
he decided^ see what was in the comfit box that Peony kept filled 
on liis table. And the teapot would be hot in its padded case. He 
hastened to his rooni^ feeling free and his own for a w4iile. He 
liked the hour he had alone before dinner. He talked of study^ but 
he never studied until after dinner. Then he hurried away^, mutter- 
ing that he must study, that he had so much to do. Sometimes 
indeed he did study, though sometimes he went straight out to the 
theater. 

But tonight he must study. He had a long composition to write 
in English. It was his secret wish to excel Endan in writing. But 
he never could, Endan had a strange power of writing. Strive as he 
would, I-wan could never win such praise from the elderly English 
lady w^ho taught them as was given to Endan. Tonight, he thought, 
he would try harder than ever. Almost more than the teacher’s 
praise, he wanted Endan to think well of him. And then, instead of 
idling, he sat down at the table and drew out his writing book. 
He would begin now to do his best. 

He w^as getting very sleepy. He looked at his clock. It was nearly 
midnight and he had only just finished his English composition. 
He read it over and thought well of it, though of course it would 
come back dotted with red marks. Miss Maitland would correct it 
in many unforeseen places. But it was good. He had chosen as his 
subject the story of Sun Yat-sen, and he had told it well He had 
decided pleasurably to read it again, when he heard a soft move- 
ment about his bed. But he did not look up. It was only Peony 
unrolling the quilts and bringing in hot tea to set beside his bed. 
Then he felt her standing beside him, and he felt what he had felt 
before, her hand on his shoulder and her cheek against his hair. 
Suddenly he remembered how she had looked standing against the 
oleanders in the late afternoon. He moved away from her, growl- 
ing atfier,./‘HowI6ng will you ’use that disgusting perfume?” 

: ''Tprever^^ishe said pertly,/''‘‘and'forever-^becaus I 4ike it Don’t 
. ^]|i|dy;;^^y'' Yoii' must be finished* It is time you went to bed ” 
; i rMdui-knpivy: nothing about what'l have to do,” he said. 
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“If ,yoii are not yet finished^ then; you arc stupid,’* she retorted. 
She touched Ills cheek with her soft and scented palm. “And I 
know you are not stupid/’ she said. 

He felt his heart beat suddenly once, twice, and he was disturbed. 
For years they had been playmatelrHe knew,_ and she knew, too, 
that she was a bondmaid and allowed in the house to be more than 
that only because they were all fond of her and had petted her, 
especially since his sisters died. Bat indeed between the two of 
them thei^ had been something like being brother and sister. They 
never spoke of her being a bondmaid. He did not tliink of it be- 
cause he was so used to her and she did not speak of it. But for the 
last few months something else was beginning between them, 
something he wanted and hated. It was this way she had of putting 
her hand on his shoulder and her cheek on his hair. Some night he 
would stretch out his own arm and put it around her, though he 
did not want to do it. He had never done it, but he had thought 
of it, and he was ashamed. If he had not belonged to the band he 
would have done it, perhaps.'^' 

Besides, he did not want to be like I-ko. I-ko was forever teasing 
Peony, touching her cheek and seizing her hand and putting his 
arm about her. Whenever he did this, Peony flung herself away 
from him. Once she had scratched him, four long scratches down 
both his cheeks, so that for several days he could not go out be- 
cause everyone knows that when a man has four long parallel, ' 
scratches down both his cheeks, a woman’s two hands have done it. 
There was trouble in the house because of it. Madame Wu spoke 
alone to Peony, and his father spoke to I-ko, And Peony came into 
I-wan’s room and cried and said, “I hate your brother I-ko! He has 
always been wicked.” 

I-wan did not ask how I-ko was wicked. He did not want to 
know. He had felt a faint prickling in his spine and he had 
said solemnly, “I will never be wicked to you, Peony ” 

She had sobbed awhile, and sighed, and then she looked up 
at him and smiled. 

“You don’t know how to be wicked,” she had said. ... 

So now he was ashamed when he felt pleased at her touch 
on him, and he drew away from her. 

“You don’t like me any more ^ now That you are ^ grown 
she murmured. 
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I do/’ he said loudly, "‘exactly as I always have/" 

‘*rm so lonely/’ she whispered. 

He rose, slamming his composition book shut, ^ 

“You go away/’ he said. “I don’t want you here any more wdiea 
I am going to bed. Peony/’ 

He made his voice surly ^ because he was afraid of her. He was 
afraid she would cry or,.; be' angry with him because she had 
always helped him get ready for. bed. '..and then^ had drawn the 
bed curtains and put out the light. * 

“Open the windows/’ he had always commanded her. 

In summer she obeyed, but in winter she begged him, “Not 
tonight — ^it’s so cold.” 

“If you don’t open them, I’ll get up" myself after you are gone/* 
he called out of the quilts. 

So she had to open them, summer and winter. ... He turned 
his back to her now so he need not see her face when it was 
hurt. But he heard her laugh, and he turned around quickly. She 
was not hurt at all She was smiling, her eyes teasing, her voice 
gay. 

“You are too big/* she said, “you are a man now — so you don’t 
want me here any more, little I-wan! A big grown manf’ 

He rushed at her and pushed her to the door and she clung 
to his hands, laughing and laughing. He pushed her out of the 
door at last, though her soft hands clung to his like something 
sticky. There, he had her off! He pulled the door sharply shut 
and turned the key. Then he stood and listened. There was not a 
sound. He put .his hand to ti^e key to turn it back and see if she 
were there. Then he drew away. Of course she was tlierc, teasing 
him, waiting in. silence. He would not open the door. He turned 
and walked loudly across the floor and began to undress him- 
self. When he was washed and ready for bed he went to the 
window and noisily threw it wide. If she were there, she would 
hear that. He had an inner wave of desire to go and look to see 
if she were there. But if she were she would come in. And he was 
if came in. He had vowed himself to his 
country. Besides, he would not be like Tko. 

' sprang into bed and drew the curtains, and he smelled 
■ ifciat sweet odor of. the opium* He hated it instantly, 



and in his , hatred he forgot Peony, He would not, he thought,, ' 
drifting away into sleep at last, have to endure it forever. 

The band was meeting in the English classroom. It was the 
safest room because the university always gave the foreign teachers 
the poorest rooms in a small old building at a distant corner of 
the campus. It was a two-story building and there was only one 
stairway. It was Peng Liu’s duty to loiter at the head of the stairs 
as thoilgh he were waiting for someone. But in reality he was 
guarding the stair. He was good at being a spy. His little eyes 
saw everything and he could pretend stupidity and ignorance so 
naturally that anyone would be deceived. If anyone came up, he 
would call out a loud greeting, and the others would hear it through 
the open transom of the door of the English room, which 
opposite, and immediately they would scatter through two other ‘ 
doors into other classrooms, where they would be studying in little 
groups and couples and alone. But so far no one had ever come up 
the stairs, even though they had been meeting now for nearly 
tw“a years and had become part of many others like themselves 
in the National Brotherhood of Patriots, That was what they 
called themselves since the government announced that all com- 
munists would be shot. They were not communists, therefore, but 
patriots, 

“They can scarcely shoot patriots,” En-Ian had said, grinning 
his wide peasant grin, “When the revolution comes, everything 
will be different. We shall then kill everybody else.” 

In this room I-wan knew them all, and yet really he knew none 
of them, except En-lan. That is, he knew every one of these twenty* 
three faces, nine of them girls, and he knew their names. But 
except for Peng Liu and En-lan, whether they were rich or poor, 
or who they were, he could not tell. They had not known each 
other until they had begun to gather in this room. When I-wan had 
first come there ‘were only eleven, and only two of them girls. 
Where these others had come from he did not know, except that 
when a new one entered it was the rule that he stand up and an- 
nounce himself and then someone among those already known 
would stand up also and vouch for him that he was not a spy. 

It was through En-ian thatEe^ had come here. When he tsmt. 
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to this university he found- En-Ian’ at- onccj and En-Iaa had told 
him of the brotherhood^ and had vouched for him. I-wan was 
grateful and he asked him afterwards, ‘‘How can you vouch for 
me when you do not know more .about me than my father's 

■ ■, 

“I do know you/’ En-lan had replied. “I know what you did 

‘‘You don't care whose son I am-?” l-wan had asked. 

“What does it matter whose son you are?” EnJan had an- 
swered. “I know you are the sort of fellow vho ought to Se with 

And yet, although none of these ttventy-three persons was 
among I-wan’s old friends, nor were any of them like those 
sons of the rich who had been his schoolmates once, he felt when 
he came into this room that here were those to w^^hom he be** 
longed. Whether they knew who he was or not, he did not care. 
He even preferred that they did not know. He felt ashamed before 
them that he was the son of the banker Wu, w^-ho wms one of the 
richest men in Shanghai. When I-wan saw a small hole torn in his 
uniform or a button gone, he let it be, so that he could look as 
poor as any of them and he purposely tumbled his smooth black 
hair so that it would look more like Endan's dry tough hair, 
browned by the dusty winds and the sun of the northern des- 
erts. 

It seemed to him that here alone in his world was life, eager 
and good. In his home no one thought of anyone else outside 
the family. Each person did what he liked for himself, his only 
other regard being the family. No one looked to see what was 
happening to people outside. I-wan had not either, until he found 
the book by Karl Marx which had sent him to prison. And yet 
he could never be sorry he had been in prison, because that was 
where he had found En-lan. . , , 

“Why were you in prison?” he had asked Endan when they 
had come to know each other. He knew by now a curious thing 
about Endan. When there was something he wished known he 
wroiedt'-dpWn instead of talking.- about it. He talked slowly and 
hiijpitedJoir, words, but he wrote-, easily and with plenty of words. 
Sp AOiyjras-offens, he did npt at once answer I-wan. 

; Then’ 'lap saidi '“I mil write,' it' tiown.” 
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, A few days later he handed -I-waii some sheets of paper torn 
out of his English composition book. 

**'Read it in your own room/’ he told I-wan^ ‘%,nd then' burn it 

■v:'#*’’'",' r''';':';''''':'''- . v.:.Vv' - 

I-wan, alone that very night in his room, read these pages, 
lahd":tiis''is::what. Emlan 'wrote: 


“Wlieh you came into the prison I had already been there 
seventy-three days, and it was as though I had been there for 
ten years in that cell. If I pressed my face against the bars of 
the small window, I could just see a triangle of sky above the 
prison wall — nothing more. It was not a large, bit of sky. It 
seemed to me about the size of the three-cornered piece of black 
cloth which my mother always wore tied over her head to keep 
the dust of the deserts out of her hair, I have already told you my 
village is in the far north, and the bitter winds from the Gobi 
sweep down laden with yellow sand. Some day, the old men have 
always said, the village will be covered with sand, and people will 
be buried, their flesh drying without decay in the intense dryness 
of the sand and the wind. 

‘^Standing thus, my face pressed against the prison bars, staring 
at my bit of sky, I gave up hope. It came to me at last, a few days 
before your coming, that perhaps I would never lie dry and clean 
in death in the sands of my village. No, my body might fall in the 
prison yard, full of bullets, and I would be thrown into the warm 
soft rich earth of this half-foreign southern city. And in my village 
they would never know what had become of me or why I did 
not come home anymore. 

‘'The village has always been too far for me to go home at 
New Year or at any time except in summer. And even in summer 
I walk a good deal of the way, because train fare, even in the 
coolie cars where there are no seats, is more than I could pay. But 
in those years before my parents married me to the woman I 
shall never see, I always felt I must go home because I had so much 
to tell them. Everybody in the yillage, every one of the twenty- 
six families, is kin to me, and everybody has given what he was 
able to pay my school bills. If there was no money, the women of 
the Eamily made me shoes or' socks or a coat. 
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‘Tvv^ould not for anything have told them that after a few 
months I did not wear these things, because the smart students 
of the modern city laughed at me. I did not mind this so much 
because I laughed, too. I could see I looked funny in the long, 
too loose robes of blue cotton and in the clumsy northern shoes. 
For of course I knew the women had said to each other, ‘We 
had better cut them plenty big. He might grow taller, and with 
all the good food in the south he will certainly be fatter.’ So 
they cut them far too large for me, since I grew neither taller 
nor fatter. But I could not bear the laughter for their sakes. 

“So I found a pawnshop where ricksha pullers and poor men 
stopped to buy clothing, and because my things were made of 
such stout home-woven stuffs and so strongly sewed, I sold 
easily and the pawnshop keeper gave me a fair price. With this 
I bought myself the blue cotton uniforms, such as many of the 
students wore who liked to be patriotic. I wore one when I went 

“You asked me, I-wan, how I came to *be in prison. It is a 
simple story., One day soldiers came into our English classroom 
and they shouted my name. I was reading a poem by an En- 
glish poet. I could not understand it very well, but I felt through 
the dirtiness of foreign words that there was beauty. It began, 
‘i wandered lonely as a cloud—’ 

“I had been studying English for three years. At home in the 
village they all crowded around me in the summer evenings 
and beg'ged me, ‘Speak some English for us to hear!’ So I would 
say slowly and clearly, ‘My name is Liu En-lan. How do you do. I 
am Very well, thank you.’ Everyone listened in silence, and when 
I stopped they burst Into laughter and they laughed until tears 
ran down their cheeks. ‘It sounds like hens cackling,’ they said. 
‘Now tell us what it means.’ And they listened again while I told 
them, admiring me for all I knew. 

“And my old uncle, Liu Ih, the oldest man in. the village, al- 
W^s nodded his head, and sucked his pipe and said, ‘I knew 
Wfi jaade no mistake when we let him go to school No one 
,fcom th.is village has ever gone to school, but times are changed. 
^4 Ml Wng honor to us all. He will get a fine government job 
and pay us all back— with interest’ Tes, 
I : dwaya promised. I gazed around at thdf faces, and 
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I I Icwed tfiem greatly as they looked at me, their eyes innocent 
and wistful in their lined dmk faces* At their feet stood little 
children^ staring at me in wonder and in silence, to whom I knew 
' iVas a hero* When iwas graduated with honors^ I would get the 
line job and do everything for them* I would hire a good teacher 
and all the children should go to school . . . 

.”So that morning I had been reading through the foreign words 
' toward that beauty, *I wandered lonely as a cloudd . * * Miss Mait- 

; land wat saying slowly, This is a poem by a great English poet, 

whose iiSme was Wordsworth.’ 

‘"At this moment something struck the door and we ail looked 
toward it. It was a flimsy door, and it burst open at once, as im 
deed you know it does, even in a little wind. How* then could it 
withstand the blow of a gun ? Soldiers stood there, at least twenty 
, of them, and one shouted, ‘Where is Liu En-lan?’ 
i “When I heard my name I stood up at once. No one said any- 
tiling. 

* Are you Liu Endan?’ the sergeant shouted. 

“‘Yes, I am,’ I answered quietly, though I was very much as- 
tonished. 

“‘You* are under arrest!’ the sergeant roared. ‘Come with us!’ 

“‘But why — ^why — stammered, , and could not talk. I could 
! ^ not imagine why I was arrested, nor indeed" that even my name 

; was known except to my teachers and a very few of my fellow 
j students. *I think there is a mistake^’' I said to the sergeant. ; 

^ “‘No mistake!’ cried the sergeant *Liu Endan of the Liu vil- 
I lage in the province of Shensi F - ’ > 

r “ That is certainly I and that is my village,’ I replied, ‘but why 1 
should I be arrested?’ ' ■ _ ' _ , . ^ , 

" '“At this the sergeant grew very red in the face. ‘You dare to 
talk to me!’ he bellowed, and rushing to me he seized me by 
f the collar and jerked me off my feet I felt to my horror that my 
collar was torn and I would have to huy a new coat. But I had 
no time for anything more than the bare thought, because the 
sergeant was a large man and very angry, He shook me and- shouted,. 
Rr' ^ ‘You dare---you daxcl’ 1, wanted toEght back,’ hut d knew it; would' 

'[ ' he foolish, yith al k\m gun's of the' soldiers , pointed' .at me. , 
j'r-; '-‘^^-'“At’ this 'Miss Maitland grew wery'. angry. Yog know her 
'|i ; lace, under' her^ |krted wh&; is always, 
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proper. None o£ us had ever seen it otherwise. But suddenly she 

flew at the sergeant and grasped his arm and shook it. 

You stop behaving like that in iny classroom!’ she said severely. 

1 say stop it — do you hear me?’ 

Since she spoke in English the sergeant understood nothing that 

What IS tins foreign female saying?^ he asked me. 

*'*She begs you to desist/ I translated. 

**‘TeIl her you are arrested/ he ordered. 

I am ariestcdj I said to JVfiss Afaitland in En^dish. 

'‘‘What for?’ she demanded. 

1x1,0 not know/ I replied truthfully. 

Maitland cried. ‘Ask him, the big beast! 
And tell him I say he is a beast!’ 

“But I dared only say to the sergeant, ‘This honorable foreign 
“ze u teacher, asks why I am arrested.’ 

„ Tell her It’s not her affair,’ the sergeant replied loftily. 

allowed to say/ I translated to Miss Maitland. 

ow that s just too silly!’ Miss Maitland said. ‘Tell him to get 
out an stojp interfering tell him he can’t come arresting my stu- 
dents like this— I’ll speak to the British consul!’ 

“I hesitated. 

yXell hra all I said!’ Miss Maitland commanded. 

^ ^ began, she vyill ask her consul to inquire — ' 

u ^ ^rgeant glared at Miss Maitland, •hut she glared back, and 
he turned away with dignity. 

you,’ he said more loftily. 

^^^But wdiy,? I now demanded for myself. 

‘“Oh, what’s all this about.?’ Miss Maitland cried 

“But before she coiJd say another word the sergeant shouted to 
the soldiers, Forward, march!’ Instantly die soldiers seized my 
mins and I was hustled out before anyone could help me-if, in- 
deed, I could have helped. The students all sat silent and still 
m:mnG, aud Miss Maitland only screamed. 

tk ^ idarAed down the street, and then into a great gate and 
the jail. I had written of this jafl in^ «mposi- 


•Ir iS/STi — ® ^ model. primn da our country,* I had written. 
It IS smd; ^at ,ptisp|i, IS one of the best in the world, and American 




and English visitors go to see how "well China treats her captives 

^*'Now I was thrust into a cell in 'this prison and the door was 
locked. It was, as a matter of fact, not uncomfortable at all, I think 
I must have been the first one there., It was clean— not as you saw 
it when hundreds had been through, it 'The cell was much, better, 
than most of the little earth huts in which the villagers lived in 
my home village, and indeed quite as good even as the tiny roo.m 
I had beta able to afford when I had first come to school in Shang- 
hai, befol^e I was given a room in the dormitory. In the cell there 
was a board bed, a dark blue cotton quilt, quite clean, and some 
bricks piled into a seat, and the small window. The house in which 
I had spent my childhood had no window at all. But then the door 
was open to the threshing floor, which was also the dooryard, so 
that the wide sky was always to be seen. As a small boy I sat on 
the high doorstep and watched my father and mother threshing 
wheat or beans and sifting out the chaff and husks in the strong 
dry winds. But the food in the prison was certainly better than 
what I had as a child. 

^‘The food, in fact, was so good that I enjoyed it and when I 
had finished my breakfast of rice and salt fish, with a bit of bread, 
on the second morning, I could not believe that in such a beautiful 
prison I would not receive the utmost justice. Besides, I told myself, 
this new government was just. They would allow me to explain at 
the trial. Every morning I thought, "Today I shall be summoned."* 
I had long prepared in my mind what I would say. Lying upon the 
board bed at night, and staring at the square of sky by day, I 
planned every word until it was put together something like this. 

"" ‘Sirs, I beg you, of what am I accused I belong to no revolu- 
tionary party.* For at that time, I-wan, I did not. It was only after- 
guards that I truly was a communist. — work hard every day and 
I do not leave the school grounds. I have only one ambition. It is to 
graduate with honors, to get a good job, and to pay back debts. 
When that is done, I wish to establish a school in my home village. 
The people are very poor. The winds are dry and the crops are 
scanty. The earth gives barely enough food against starvation, and 
not always enough, so that sometimes we have famine. And the 
taxes are very^ high— military taxes, taxes on opiqiU'-'all taxes. For 
though we can sell all our opium quite easily to the governments 
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the government taxes us first and so hes 
little better to grow opium instead o£ ^ 
keep my people poor, so there is no 
always been for learning. 


Hat It pays us only a 
All these difficulties 
money for schools. But I haye 
, ,, , , 'S- Fi’om my childhood I have wanted to 

learn all that there is to know. So my people saved and pinched 
and gathered enough to send me to tliis beautiful city to school. 
Mere IJiave been happy. Sirs, where is my fault ‘ 

“I practiced sajdng all 'this and much more, as I imagined myself 
standing before the judges-grave, kind, intelligent men who wLld 
soon see they had made a mistake. Then I would be set fife. When 
1 went home next summer it would be a thing to tell, how I was 
arrested by mistak^I would tell them what a fine prison this was 
how comfortable the quilt was, and how twice a day I had quite 
good food. Nobody ate more than twice a day in my village,\nd 
m winter Mffien work was slack, perhaps only once a day Then 

it"the“ceTl Zt ^ 1 tried to sleep 

slee? eSectiW r ‘^"“fortable, I could no^ 

sleep expecting at any moment to be summoned for trial I kept hot 

on the end of my tongue what I would say. ^ 

But I was not summoned. Day followed day, and the only face 

-T V , f somg to give me a trial.?’ 

yo„ ric“ AndTe “ 

‘PI ^ ^2st with impatience. I began to beg the guard 

lease find out about my trial! I beg yoii-I beg youl’ 

to ffi^pr^fTr^ h?^-? 

me prisoners, he said, and went away. ^ 

Thk T KP ™°tiey for the term 

This I still had, bemuse when I came, although it was the rdeTn 

this prison to make the new prisoners bathe and change their clothes 
before going to their cells, they had let me pass, S fg 

l«led „p a„a “.2 

out my money, divided it in half/ and putrin^reiTfon mVha^^^^^ 
WdJ^jcyes very:^ at this, But, he took th. 
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silvctj without reply* The next day he said abruptly^ There is to 
be no trial. You are a political prisoner .and your crime is proved/ 
I do not even know what it isT I cried. 

‘That I did not ask/ the guard said. 

'1 tore off my belt and poured all I had into the guai“tfs hand. 

, '' ‘Find out what my crime is/ I begged. This is all I have/ 

“When the guard went away I sat on the bed, my body tense and 
sweating. I should not have told the guard I .had no more. Perhaps 
he wcfold keep the money and do nothing, knowing there was no 
more to expect* 

“But the guard had a good enough heart. He said to me next 
day, ‘I asked a guard whose brother is a scribe in the court and 
has to do with records, and he says you wrote something in a 
foreign paper where foreigners could read it that our country was 
poor and full of famine, and that the government taxes the people 
too heavily, and that they buy the opium which the farmers raise. 
And so the foreigners read it and laughed at us and despised us. 
This is your crime/ 

“‘But — it is not what I saidP I cried in horror. 

“ The record is so,’ replied the guard, and went away. 

“I cbuld not sleep at all that night. I sat up remembering every 
word of that composition* I had been very proud of it, and Miss^ 
Maitland had praised it greatly and had read it aloud to the class. 
She said, This is so beautiful a piece that I wish English people 
could read it to see how young Chinese love their country* Liu 
Endan, suppose you send it to the English newspaper for tlie prize 
competition/ 

‘T had felt the blood run all over my body under my skin, until 
I was warm with pleasure, and I had spent my spare hours for 
weeks copying the composition with all the corrections* Then I had 
sent it with a letter to the editor of the English paper. It was given 
the prize and the editor printed it with a note, saying, Tt is not 
often that we receive so honest and thoughtful an analysis of a 
country as this young Chinese patriot has sent us.’ When I saw 
these words ! was joyful with pride/’ 

I-wan paused in his reading* .Yes, he remembered, that, essay. ■ 
From his school also that year .-'they, had all written essays for the 
competition, and Liu Endan — that had indeed been the name of 
the one who wrote the best But; nobody had'ever heard; of Eim and ’ 
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It was soon forgotten. He himself had not thought of it until this 
He began to read again. 

“For this I was now in prison. Day followed day in an endless 
chain of morning and night which were different only in dark and 
light. I lost count of the days and the nights, so that I did not 
know how long I had been in prison. I had no friends and no one 
came to visit me. Miss Maitland tiied, but she was told they had 
sent me home, and she beHeved then I was safe. She tofd me 
afterwards. And there was not even any reason to speak the 
guaid any more, since all my money was gone 
“1 sat, tiierefo.m, hour after hour, or I stood, my face against the 
bars staring at the bit of sky, and thinking over and over of what 
I had said in my composition. ... I had. written it one day in sprinc^, 
beautiful day when the winds were warm and flowers were for 
^le in the markets. The streets were gay and motor cars were flying 
back and fjth, the rickshas swerving out of their xvay. Time and 
again I had stopd to watch the quick beauty of a motor ci 
^eedmg along the wide street. In the afternoon after school I had 
walked outside the city and I had stood looking over the miles of 
green country, my heart full of a strange great feeling I iTmt 
understand. It was like the ache of love— not love for a girl for I 
knew no girls, but love for my country spread before m^e, spmad 
so ^ to the north where my home was, spread here iTthk nct 

seenTndSlSood ®°“thern seas I had never 

^en. And as I stood this great love began to distil itself into word, 

I wanted to put down aU that I felt about co„„ny rt ZZt 

wotd.wt“d bee7n.;“Lr“ >’>' 

It was not easy to do this. I remember I was sweating with tb* 
efcuo ™te ettacd, what I felt and aaw. Nigh, Su M 

* I lit a candle and wrote on by its small lip-lif All l 

Ih elSltnf r i” “ho-e 

that there were sneh^^C ^ to me, I was proud 
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“I put tlie electric lights into my composition^ I put the whole 
city> the strong new city growing out of the sea. I ptit in .motor 
•cars and motor trucks carrying the heavy loads that human beings 
had once carried. I put in the schools, the fine markets, the luscious 
imported fruits, the flowers from greenhouses. I smiled and put in 
the beauty shops where wnmen-' curled their hair. I put in the fine 
new buildings, finer than any palaces of emperors. I put in the 
miles of country, the fields, the skies I had seen that afternoon, and 
I laid ^owii my pen. 

“When I read it over I found that it was still not all of my coiiiv 
try. There was also my home village, my father and mother, the 
dry stubborn fields of the north, the desert winds, the famine 
we had suffered two years ago, the little earthen huts, the opium 
vre grew instead of grain, hopeful of a little more money. But 
there were the taxes — the taxes which went to build the govern- 
ment. I put them in, too. Pondering on all these things, I did not 
at all feel that the taxes had not been well spent — not. at all Only 
I w’ished, as I remembered them, that the faces of my . parents and 
of the others in the village were not quite so weathered with harsh 
winds, their bodies not so lean with scanty food, their hands less 
scarred with grubbing in cloddy earth for roots for food and fuel* 
... So I put all these things in also. 

“And I could not forbear to put down, too, my longing that some- 
how this wonderful new learned government which Sun Yat-sen 
had begun, might think of some way to make it possible for my 
village to have a little more share in all the fine new times— if, say, 
the taxes were lightened somewhat, or a few country roads built 
— not great motor roads such as were being built about the city, but 
simple earthen roads they could drive an ass upon or push a wheel- 
barrow — or if, say, they need not grow opium — or be so taxed— 

“It came to me therefore in, prison that this was what had made 
them angry at me. This was ^vhy they called me traitor. I had 
never thought of it. I had written it all down, all I felt about my 
country. I wrote it first in our own language, and then because 
1 was proud of it I translated it: carefully into English. 

“And so the authorities had seen it thus in English and grown^ 
angry with me. It came to me , slowly, much thought, that 
here was my crime. I had wpitten my composition in English. They 
were ashamed of the things I had told of my village and my people, 
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^ md they 'did not: want the foreigners to know of taxes and opium, 

. of families and earthen huts. If I had 'only left it in Chinese, if I 
had not put it into English — ^but then I could never have dreamed < 
of such an outcome to that one spring afternoon, 

‘It was not to be believed^ even in the prison, morning after 
inomiog. Each morning I got up in a different mood Every night 
' 'was^'the' 'same— I' 'desperately -lonely, desperately afraid. "But 
in the morning when the bit of sky was light, I thought, ‘This can- 
not happen in these new times — this is impossible — ’ or I rK'oiiglit, 
‘At worst they have simply forgotten my case. My time ivifl come. 
It is not as though wt had no justice these days. We have a vidole 
new code of modern law.’ I had studied in a history class this code. 

“But nothing happened for a long time — nothing, indeed, until 
one day they began to fill the cell full of others. The search for 
revolutionists must have been very severe. Every day the cell was 
filled full and at every dawn it was emptied. The nights were hor- 
rible. They were afraid, at first cursing, and then as the night came 
near dawn they began crying and wailing. At first I used to talk 
to them. And it was out of this talk that I became a real revolu- 
tionist, I- wan. For they all had. stories to tell me of how they had 
done nothing that was a greater crime than to help the poor to 
get more money for their work in mills or shops, or how they had 
helped girls to escape out of brothels into which they had been 
sold, or how merely they wanted to make a better country and 
had joined a band of patriots such as ours. I came to see that the 
government ought not to have imprisoned them at all. They were 
all young— many of them younger than you and L And as I watched 
them go out to be killed I , grew so full of hatred towards those 
Who ordered their death that I swore I would revenge them if I 
escaped. When you came, I was already a determined revolutionist. 
Then I talked no more with anyone. When new ones came in I 
was silent. The cell grew used and filthy. But I cared for nothing. 

I could not sleep. Each night I, too, only waited for the dawn. 
;1?hcn_when the ^ cell' was still 'dark, there would be a rattle of a 
".kcJ'dnThe lpck,^and a ‘round cylindet'Of light would be shot into 
dar|:jiie^.,;And; a mugh^ voice' -woii'ld 'call out the names one 
/ifter the eyeryone— of everyone, that is, except me. Day 

tight, for my name, lutdt ^ 

' 1 vraj called. 1 Iwajs ^ dpiy ’ fdfgattett. 


THE PATRIOT 


II 


*'The cylinder of light was- fastened upon.' one miserable creature ■ 
after another. They were nearly always crying as the soldiers hand- 
^cuffed them one to the other. Then they were marched down a 
corridor. Only I was left, and, there I always stood watching them 
go, knowing where they went, I imagined them always, every day, 
crowding down the corridor, feeling the air suddenly fresh on their 
faces as I had not felt it in many days. But it was still dark. In the 
darkness hands they could not see would push them, jostling them 
againsf a hard wall. There would be a shout, a noise, a flash before 
their eyes. They would fall, huddled. 

English sentence kept springing out of my brain, T wan- 
dered lonely as a cloud — ’ I longed to cry out to them, to tell them 
something. But no one even knew what became of them. Day after 
day I died with them, forgotten, until you came one day with the 
new ones, and with you I was found,” 

I-wan, reading these pages far into the night, over and over again, 
could not burn them. These things En-lan had put down were a 
precious record. He folded the pages and put them away in his 
drawer, underneath some old books which his grandfather had 
given him and which he never read. But he could never put away 
what he had read. EnJan had given him a part of himself. What 
could he give in return.?^ He lay awake thinking what he could give 
to Endan, and he could think of nothing worthy in return, except 
his own blood, sworn to brotherhood. 

When he saw En-lan the next day he did not speak of what he had 
read. He saw Endan was now shy, having told him much. So 
without speaking of it he asked him, ‘Will you be my blood 
brother?” 

At this the shyness went out of Endan’s look, and he answered, 
“Yes, I wiU.” , ' _ 

Then they went to Endan’s. room and after the old rite of blood 
brotherhood, they drew blood from their arms and mingled it 
together, and clasped their hands and took the vow. And though 
neither ever talked of it, the vow remained between them. 

This was how Endan had become a secret revolutionist and; 
I-wan with him, so that they met with these others in a deserted 
classroom when school was over' each day. . . - He; came emt of 
his thoughts inihis' meeting to -hear Endan_ say,' as he now stood 
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up before them al!, 'We have been given the task of organking 
the district of the silk mills in the northern part of the city. These 
are the mills for which we are responsible.'* 

He read a list- of names, one after die other. I-wan had only heard 
of them. He had never in his whole life been into those parts of 
Shanghai where thousands of men and women and cliiMreii 
w^orked in the silk mills. 

“You, I-ivan/’ En-laii said, “must take the furthest section, the 
Ta Tiian mill, since you can hire a ricksha and need iiotdgo on 
foot. Those who must go on foot may take the nearer places.” 

And Eo-lan w^ent on to tell them how the revolution must now 
be taken into the factories, so that the people who worked there 
might understand and prepare for the clay when the governinent 
would be overthrow^n, and a new rule set up, the rule of the people 
for themselves. It w^as, as EnJan showed it, a. true and right plan. 
I»wan thought of the villages in Eivlan’s story — they ought to be 
freed from taxes and from having to grow opium. And if the peo- 
, pie in the mills were so sorro'wful as Endan said they were, they 
should be helped to a better life. He was glad to do this, and he 
took his orders, as they all idid, willingly and without reply. All 
over the country, in many cities, young men and women were 
taking such orders against the day to come, the day of hope for 
all • . . 

Peng Liu at this moment came tunning in* “Someone comes I” 

^ he cried. 

There was the sound of footsteps on the stair. 

“Run!” Endan cried. 

They scattered as though the wind blew. But I-wan, even as he 
ran, noticed something. Peng Liu did not run. Instead he stood 
alone in the room as though he waited for someone. And after 
a moment he had come for them and, grinning, he told them it 
;was no- one— a carpenter come to change broken windowpane. 
So they had gone on with their meeting, and I-wan forgot to think 
'abdubP^g Liu, the more easily because Peng Liu was of a sort 
, :^vei:ybody^ forgof rather than remembered— he was so small 
I'iad' iu«id$tihcf m .his; looks^ and ’wys, and so seemingly ' harmless, 
wr thought to give him any work to do except his' spying, 
^Is^glad' not ,tp’ 'think _ of, it became he did not Bke 
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And i.ii.cleed after this day' I-wan began another life- 

''What are you so busy about?” I-ko demanded. "'You are in- 
some mischief.” 

I-wan now came home so late that several times in the last few 
wxeks I-ko had come before him. Tonight he had met his brother 
on the steps. I-ko stepped out of his handsome private ricksha 'and:' 
gazed at I-waii with scorn. ' 

"'’On foot!” he said. “Like a coolie! You never used to walk 
everyMicre.”" For I-wan, in spite of what En-lan had said,, took 
pride in setting forth each day after school as the others did in his 
old uniform and unpolished leather shoes for the silk mill. 

He did not answer I-ko and they went up the steps side by side. 
He could smell the heavy musky fragrance of the oil I-ko used to 
smooth his long straight black hair. It was the fashion among all 
of I-ko’s friends to let their hair grow long to the neck and to 
smooth it straight from the forehead and the ears. This was 
because a popular young poet of the day wore his so. “The Chinese 
Byron,” he was called. I-ko was proud to know him and he said 
constantly such things as, “Tse-li and I — ” “Today I said to Tse-li-— 
Everybody rushed to read Tse-lfs latest verse. I-wan read it also, 
but he could not see anything in it. There was nothing but talk' 
about flowers and death and escape into the misted bamboo hills 
and always to a woman, waiting. 

“Besides, you ought not to go abou' alone,” I-ko scolded him. 
“You might be kidnaped. Anything happens now. Then it would 
cost a great deal to ransom you — far more than you are worth,” 
he added, teasingly. 

It was quite true that in the disturbed times when the breath 
of new revolution ’was everywhere this sort of thing happened. 
His father had hired two tall Russian guards to go with him every 
day in his automobile. They kept their hands upon pistols in their 
pockets, and I-ko’s private ricksha puller was once a soldier and 
he also carried a- pistol in his bosom. 

“The poorer I look the better, then,” I-wan said. 

“Oh, a clever kidnaper would make sure of wHo you were,” I-ko 
said. ' . 

They entered the house. Across the hall Peony^s face looked out 
from behind a curtain and disappeared. He heard his grandmofhet’s 
cracked voice cry out their ;nam^, Y ‘ " 
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"I4o! I-wan!’^ 

I-ko shrugged his shoulders and_ lifted his eyebrows and did iiot 
answer* 

''I am dining with Tsedi/ he muttered. ‘1 have no time for the 
old woman/* . 

^*Why do you cal! her that behind her back?** I-wan whispered 
fiercely* 

And then not because he wanted to, but because he hated l4o*s 
flippant look, he turned aside into his grandmother*s rcjorn'* once 
more. 

But he stayed only for a moment and then went on to his own 
room and threw himself on his bed. Tse-Ii—Tse-li! What right 
had young men to be like Tsedi in times like these? He would 
ask Endan, ‘‘Ought we not to put Hua Tsedi*s name on the death 
list?’* He hated the young aesthete whom his brother loved. 

This death list was like a weapon to the band. They had none 
of them any real comprehension that it meant massacre. As yet 
it was only a hope of revenge against people whom now they 
could only hate. When anyone made them angry, a teacher or a 
fellow student or an official whom they could never meet but 
who made some foreign treaty of \vhich they disapproved/or if 
they heard of one who took public money for himself, they put 
his name upon the death list. Peng Liu even wished to put the 
name of the young science teacher, who was an Englishman, 
upon the list because he disliked Peng Liu and made no bones 
of it.' 

“Stand up!” he had roared at Peng Liu one day. “Don’t cringe 
like a filthy Hindu!” Peng Liu had not understood “cringe” or 
“filthy Hindu,** but he had looked up the words in the dictionary, 
and after that he had wanted to put the name of James Ranald 
on the death list. But EnJao had said with scorn, “There is no 
use in putting foreign names down, because naturally when the 
time comes all foreigners will be killed/* , 

this time would ‘be no me ' knew/^ but by late autumn 
r- Ahc. felt” it was qiming The revolutionary ' • 

.every day, and at 

;a ^wcep down the Yan^se' 

No one spoke i of Jt 
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the band, and at home, scornfully, by his father* In the band Endan 
explained to them that it was not enough to talk. They must take 
their share of the preparation. All through the city bands like theirs 
were getting ready. 

^'Getting ready,” he had said, “means preparing the people, their 
minds and their bodies. We who speak the language of the people 
must prepare ^ their minds. You, I-wan, because your grandfather 
is a general and because you have learned military drill, must now 
organize* also a workers’ brigade in the Ta Tuan mill.” 

For a rnoment I-wan could not speak because he was so astom 
ished. Endan knew who he was and had always known. But how 
did he know that at home his grandfather had had him tutored 
by a young German ofScer for three summers? 

Then he shouted loudly, “I will!” 

He said no more than that, but afterwards once, when he passed 
Endan alone in a corridor, he asked, “How did you know I knew 
military drill?” 

And En-lan grinned and answered, “I see you goose-step like 
no one else every day at the school drill!” and went on. 

Thus it came about that I-wan began to organize that strange 
secret arlaiy among the pallid men of the mills. For two months 
now he had been going daily to the mills. It was not easy. He was 
not allowed to go into the great ramshackle buildings from which 
poured the hot filthy stink of silkworms rotting in the steamy heat. 
But about the mills were many straw huts where the mill workers 
lived, and he loitered near them and waited for the people to come 
home — ^the men, the women, the children. 

At first he felt awkward and strange with them. He could scarcely 
believe these were people, these crawling, sickly creatures, cough- 
ing, blear-eyed, their hands swollen and red. It was the hands of 
the w^omen and the girls which wa’e worst. They held them out, 
stiff with pain. When I-wan first saw them he could not keep 
from blurting out, “What is the matter with your hands?” 

It was a young girl who answered, a slight child who looked 
less than twelve. She spoke, in a mild, pleasant voice. 

“It is the hot water.” 

“Hot water?” he asked. 'V?* 
An old woman btql:e in. “The -cocoons must, be put ih very .hot" 
water, young sir, to kill’ the worms; and, to soften the silk^ and , 'We, 
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must take them out with our hands and find the end o£ the silk 
the worm has spun, so the cocoon can be unwound. The water is 
kept hot by foreign electricity and so our hands are like this.’' 

He could say nothing more, feeling sick at the siglit of the raw 
swollen tlcsli. That first day he went home having done nothing. 
When he entered his home he thought, ‘‘There is one sine!! worse 
than the opium in this house— it is the smell of the silk mill.’' 

And thdt night he had said to Peony, “Xxt me smell that scent 
of yoiirsd' " 

She brushed her scented palm across his cheeks and liis eyes. 

“It is TAveet, after all,” he murmured. 

She put her palm upon his lips, and for a moment he did not 
move. Her small clean fragrant hand was grateful to him. 

“It’s like a flower — your hand — ” he murmured. 

He did not love Peony at all. He knew now he did not love 
her, and would never love her, but hers was a girl’s hand, delicate 
and sweet, and its fragrance and softness stood to him for a mo- 
ment for some delicacy and sweetness to come sometime to him, 
as to all young men, though from another hand than Peony’s. He 
longed for it a moment vaguely, then put the thought away from ^ 
him. There “was no place for any girl even in his mind. He must 
use his mind only for the peopk. 

But how could Peony know this, and how could he tell her? 

She leaned against him delicately and he allowed it, and . he 
tek her heart beat against his shoulder as he sat at his desk 
with, his books. And in a moment he was not thinking of her, 
nor of anything except again the people he had seen for the 
&st time that afternoon. They were more real to him than any 
girl’s hand, even than Peony’s. 

“You are not going to bed yet?” Peony asked him. Since the 
night when he had locked her out of his room she had come in 
early with his tea, and gone away again. He shook his head, 

“Don’t sit up,” she coaxed him. “You work so hard — and you 
don’t need to work. You aren’t a poor man’s son.” 

cank’. sleep/*' he. said., He; thought, “That is why I cank skepr- , 
^becfuse^_I;am'a rich 'mank, son”-, He wished it were tomorrow, so 
''that he oc^uld-' go' again and 'somehow help those people. 

f Co-' aviky/*, he tpld - Peony, “I must , work ” 

' then, teasing him as she usually 
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did. At the door she waited. • But he • did not look at her, and so 
she left him. When she was gone, 'he pushed his books aside and 
w^ent to the window and stood a long' time staring out into the 
night-filled garden. He knew every foot of the garden. It was a place 
famous for its -beauty. His grandfather and his father had put ixmch 
money into its making. Huge, rocks . from the far north beyond 
Peking had been brought to it, strange and fantastic, and colored 
pebbles from the hill of the Blue Porcelain Pagoda near Nanking 
were sc:fttered over winding paths between them. There were 
streams a^nd bridges and a lake, summerhouses and small boats. 
And around it all was a wall so high that even from his window 
he could not see over it, lliere was no gate from the garden except 
a small postern gate for the gardener, who lived just outside. He 
kept it locked and he only carried the key. 

"That’s the way Fve lived,” I-wan thought, "fin. the garden with 
the wall around,” 

And gazing into that silent darkness he determined that he would 
put away all thought of anything for himself and leara only of 
the people in the mill. 

Soon there was nothing he did not know about the life of these 
mill wolkers. From all over China they had drained down to 
Shanghai. Out of famine and poverty and civil war, they had come 
here- Their lot was no better except that now they barely escaped 
starvation and there were at least no soldiers to maraud them. They 
lived, somehow, in their huts. 

How to help these people now became I-wan’s chief life. At 
school he studied barely enough to escape reproof, and at home 
he took care to do quickly what he must in order to escape without 
notice. Everything was becoming a dream except these people. 

He could do very little for them, and when he discovered this 
they possessed him, more than ever. For they were at once so grate- 
ful to him and yet so hopeless. He crouched under their miserable 
matsheds with them in the cold late autumn rain. They looked 
at each other and at him and shook their heads, and a man said, 
‘Tou speak out of your heart’s goodness, and yet it is no use. No 
one can help us. The truth is, there is no other way for us to get 
even our poor food. Who wants us? No one, anywhere. Who cares 
whether we live or die, or -'has’.' ever cared?” ' ' ‘ 

' you -yourselves must care,”, he told them. 
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“What can we do?” they said. “We can do nothing—aad we 
know it.” 

Little by little he began to try to teach them they were of some 
worth. 

“You must be strong enough to hope,” he told them. “To have 
no hope is to give up tomorrow as W'ell as today.” 

But it was a long time before he could persuade them there was 
any reason even for hope that there would ever be anything better. 
Bit by bit, over weeks, he persuaded a few men to come to an open 
place beyond the huts, where not many people passed, and there he 
began to teach them the military drill which he had himself been 
taught. They shuffled their heavy feet and hung their heads shame- 
faced, but he compelled them and scolded them. 

“Hold up your heads!” he commanded them. “Some day you 
will have to fight for yourselves.” 

By now he had explained to them often the whole plan of the 
days to come, how the revolutionary army would sweep down the 
river, how there would be a general strike declared in all the mills 
—everywhere they were working for that strike— and in each place 
there must be a workers’ brigade, men who could march and shoot 
and be ready to attack from within while the revolutionary army 
attacked from without. They listened, doubting everything. 

“We are like men who flee from a dragon to find a tiger in the 
path,” one said. 

In the end I-wan had cried, “Let only the men who believe what 
I say, stay to learn!” 

Instantly the older men had gone back to their huts, choosing 
the miseries they knew. But seventeen young men remained and 
with these I-wan began his brigade. But even they were doubtful 
until one day I-wan gave them each a gun. For plans were growing 
quickly real, as autumn grew into winter. To a certain shop whose 
master had been bribed, a certain number of guns was sent for their 
band, not all at once, but ten by ten. And I-wan had claimed cigh- 
(mfc for himself and ope .for each of his seventeen young men. 
them by night one by .-pne, here into a hut and there into 
a hist,, ibid 'they werelhiddep in,: t|ic- piles of straw upon which the 
^p^yeft.4pH'uQ4er:di4,mgs'iqf their; gar meats. One by one he 
A(]«5t,<s»eetmg them for outside the city in 
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the fields* If anyone asked them' what they did, they said they were 
hunters. 

^ On the piece of open ground they had marched without their 
guns. But it was different now when they marched. They had new 
strength because each thought of the weapon he now had been 
gi.Yen. ’ ’ . ■ ' 

,And I“Wan came and went secretly at night through the gate 
in the garden. He had bribed the gardener, and the gardener 
laughed and gave him another -key. • 

“You' are like I-ko, too!” he said. “AhJia, young sir!” 

' I-wan smiled. Let the old man think he was going out to pretty 
girls and flower-houses as I-ko did! 

Each worked blindly in his own place through that autumn and 
the winter. En-Ian knew what every one in the band did, but 
beyond that he, too, knew nothing, except that all through the 
city there were bands like theirs, each doing its allotted work. 
Somewhere there were those who knew the whole, but where they 
were or who they were, no one knew. Lwan felt himself part of a 
great secret body, through which the life blood flowed, whose heart 
they c5uld all feel beating, whose brain directed, and yet they knew 
no more. 

All that had seemed real in his life before now became of no 
importance. His family he scarcely thought about, knowing the 
day now inevitable when he must renounce them all and say 
nothing when their names were called for death. Much of the time 
he felt strong enough for this. When he was working, when he 
was caught up into that secret life force and felt himself a part 
of the great specific energy which was to heal all the troubles of 
the people, he thought, “Why should I save alive even my father 
when I know that he would , condemn men like En-lan to death if he 
knew them? Even me— he would condemn me.” For this was now 
a time when a deeper unity than blood united. Blood could divide 
now, when men were dividing themselves into these two parts be- 
tween which there is no bridge, those who stay in the ways they 
know and those who must go on to other ways. And coming and 
going, with every day he felt this deeper cleavage. /Sometimes*, in:- 
iic winter night, in thc' silence of his bed, with the curtains ' 
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seaward, following the river, and at its mouth Shanghai was spread 
like a net. When they reached Shanghai there was the sea, and one 
.could go no further. So they came into tlie mill s. 

W hen I-wan heard what their wage was and how they worked 
from before dawn until long after the winter dark had fallen, so that 
until summer they could not see the sun, he cursed in anger. “Wc 
will change that!” he shouted. , , 

Ihen one of them said, “Why should they pay us more when 
there dre so many clamoring even for what we have.? It is not 
reasonable.” ■ 

This also was what he had to fight, this gentleness they all had 
in them. They were rough in .speech and not one of them could 
read or svrite and their ways were as simple as the beasts’, so that 
when nature needed, a man turned where he stood and took relief. 
But they would have been abashed and humble before any rich 
man, not from fear so much as from their own timidness because 
they thought the gods had not made them equal to him. I-wan 
struggled to break down this gentleness. 

“You are as good as any man!” he shouted at them. “You have 
the right to all that any man has!” 

To £his they laughed amiably and replied so peaceably that I-wan 
gnashed his teeth at them. • 

“It is your kindness to say so,” they said courteously, “because 
we know we are nothing.” 

Yet he could not keep from loving them because they were so 
faithful in their trying to learn from him. They had to steal the 
time to come to learn from him, two or three coming at a time, and 
the others filling in their places for an hour or two in the mill. They 
tried hard, and by the end of the winter they could march together 
and each one could shoot well enough. With his own money I-wan 
had bought cartridges for them to practice with, and they were fair 
marksmen. Then, though they were proud of this, like children 
they longed for uniforms to wear. They fingered the rough stuff 
of his uniform and asked, “Shall we some day wear warm cloth 
like this.?” ; . 

“Yes,” he said, “that I promise you. You shall all wear warna 
clothes and eat all you want.” 

They clustered about him that night in the cold winter’s moon- 
light. tic was ashamed that he kid put on his greatcoat. He wished 
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he had not, so that he might have been cold, too. He stood there, 
warm and well clad, his belly full of food such as they had never 
seen and which he ate every day, and he felt tears hot in his eyes., 
Their eyes were a little hopeful now, sometimes, when he spoke. 
But their wistful faces* broke his heart, and the wind fluttered their 
cotton rags and pierced to his- own bones. He cried in himself, “If 
my father’s house were mine, I would open the doors and take 
them in!” Then he thought, “It would-be no use. They w'ould come 
in and come in until there was no. room to stand, and stHl they 
would be coming, millions of them.” No, if all the houses of the 
rich were opened it would not be enough, he thought, for ail these 
poor. The poor filled the earth. 

“When shall it be?” a man asked. I-wan knew him well, a poor 
coughing young fellow who had not long to live, h would not be 
soon enough for him, however soon it was. 

“Soon,” he said, “very soon. Perhaps in the spring.” 

No, the only thing that could save them was the world made 
new for them, a world made for the poor and not the rich— a 
world whose laws were for the little man, whose houses were for 
him, whose whole thought and shape was for him, so that there 
could be no rich and strong to prey upon him, 

“Don’t stay here longer,” he said to them. “Go to your beds.” 

“When you speak,” a voice said out of a shadow, “vre feel warmer 
and as though we had eaten something.” 

“Good night— good night,” he cried. He could bear no more — 
his heart was too full, and he turned away. 

That night, late as it was,‘ he felt it impossible to go straight 
from their want to the plenty and waste of his own home. He 
strode through the cold, half-empty streets of this part of the city 
toward the school. He would go and talk awhile with En-kn. 

He found En-lan alone in his cubicle, not studying, but read- 
ing a sheet of closely written writing. When I-wan came in he 
put this under a book 

“Come in,” he said. “Why are you so gloomy?” 

&-lan \yas never gloomy.. His bkek eyes were bright and he 
looked as though he could Warccly .kpep from laughter. Indeed, in 
-l^ese days he made excuse to laugh at anything, as though he were 
With i^erj jfleasutdjthat h niust overflow. 
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have come back from—” I-wan paused. They never spoke aloud 
anytliing that had to do with their work. He sat down oa the little' 
in^^ii cot and reaching for a bit of paper on the table, he wrote, 
“when do you think the day will really come?” 

“Not later than the end of the third month of the new year,” 
Eii-lan wrote in answer. Then he took the paper and lit a match 
and burned it to ash and blew 'the ash away, 

“It is moonlight — will you walk?” I-wan asked. lie craved 
from Eivkn some of his brimming sureness, and some, too, of 
his hardness. En-lan tvas hard and sure and never moved by 
anydiiDg. Now he nodded, rose, and put on his coat and cap of 
rabbit's fur, such as the northern peasants wore. Then he took 
up the paper he had put under the book and folding it away 
from I-wan’s eyes, he burned it, also, and blew away the ash. Then 
they went out into the street, 

“Let us turn this way, out of the wind,” En-lan suggested. 
“On a night like this the wind snatches one’s words and car- 
ries them to other ears.” 

They turned down a quiet- alley where they had talked before 
and squatted m the lee of a wall l-wan began at once. There was 
that about En4an which sifted out extra talk before it was spo- 
ken. 

“How shall I persuade my men they are worth anything?” he 
asked. “All my life I have lived among people who thought they 
were valuable and should have everything.” He paused and 
thought of I-ko. I-ko had never in all his life been worth any- 
thing, He had done nothing except consume food and goods, and 
yet I-ko thought he most have the best. “These poor,” I-wan went 
on, “believe somehow that they deserve to be poor. I can’t get 
them to see that they have any right to live, I can’t get them even 
to hate the rich. They simply say, “One is rich and one is poor— 
it is fate.’” 

He waited to hear En-Ian’s laughter. But En-kn did not laugh. 
His face looked stern in the moonlight and his voice was grave, 
when he spoke. ' ' ’ ■ ' ■ ■ , ' . ^ ■; ■. ■' 

“You have hit on the kernel of 'the matter, Oiir real difficulty ;is 
not with the rich. They can be killed and their riches taken from; 
them. The trouble is with those who have been born in such 
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poverty that they carsBOt hope. They will have to have some- 
thing in their hands— food— money-something to feel and' know 
they have, before they tvill believe.” He paused and then went on. 
‘Ton are an idealist, hwan, and that is your weakness. The pooi 
are, no better than the rich.” 

I-wan looked at him. What was this Eivlan had said? 

“Then why do we work for them?” he asked. 

Now Endan laughed. 

“'Do you believe that i£ any of those poor w'cre in your father’s 
liouse he ivould share what he had with the others? No!” Endaii 
shook back his rough hair. “They would be worse than your 
father, because your father has never had to be an animal. I-waii, 
prepare your seif 1’^ 

“For what?” T^van asked, 

“For the time when the poor get what they have never had,” 
En-lan said in a whisper. 

“Why?” I-wan whispered. . 

“It will be worse than wild beasts,” Endati said. “On the day 
when we tell them the city is theirs, they will kill not only the 
rich but each other.* Much of what they take will be destroyed 
simply in the struggle to possess it. We must let tliem ^'alone. It 
will pass ” 

“And then?” Ewan asked. 

“When 'it is over and they are /bewildered because nothing is 
left, then we must codie in and force them to obedience and 
order.” 

“Force them?” Ewan asked. “I thought everybody was to be 
■free.” ■ 

“Free!” Endan echoed harshly. “Such freedom is foolishness. 
No one is free. We are not free, you and L We work in a planned 
system. So will they. There is one man—” 

“Who?” Ewan asked. As far as this they had never gone. " 

“One,” Endan replied^ “one nian,'a great man.” 

' “W|ho?” E'^an asked. 

j&dan leaned to Ewan. Against -his cheek Ewan fdt Endan’s 
fredi fibf breath- ■ 

■ ' “dhiiang. Kai-shek/’ ke said. , ' - ' . 

I ")lt ya^.fhe name of the head of the revolutionary afm,y. 

bfath Was swift 




against I-watils ear— It will be -'die', day. The plans are made. In 
twenty days the general strikers to be declared. It will give the 
workers time to meet and to complete the final organization* ■ 
They will fight from within’ while he attacks from without. It' 
was written on that paper I burned— secret orders. All that we 
have been working for 'is coming _ together now— the end for 
which ail has been planned— a new' country — our country!” 

They sat shivering a little from , the cold 'night and their own 
heat witmii. The moon was setting and the w'alls threw black 
shadows over the alley so that they sat in darkness. But it was 
nothing — this present darkness. They did not see it. They were 
gazing into the brightness of what Avas to come, into that day 
when all that Avas noAV wrong should be made right, I-wan could 
see it all — the Auctorious army of the good. It was now gathered^ 
already Avaiting. 

He had seen a picture of Chiang Kai-shek in his plain revo- 
lutionary uniform. At the time he had thought, ‘‘He looks a little 
like Endan.” There was the same bold clear look in his eyes that 
En-Iaii had, the same strong peasant face. Now as he thought^ 
his AA^'andering idealism gathered about this figure. A man like that, 
so young and stroaig and full of noble power, leading the army of 
the young and strong. . , . He drew in his breath and was choked 
by something — tears or laughter. He stood up abruptly. 

“I am glad you told me that,” he said. “I shall work harder now. 
We Avill be ready.” 

Endan did not answer. He rose ancl they walked hand in hand 
down the alley. 

‘‘How soft your hand is!” Endan said curiously, “YouVe never 
done any Avork, have you?” 

“No,” I-Avan answered. He was ashamed, feeling Endan’s hard 
hand in his, and after a moment he pulled his away. “But I’m 
strong enough,” he added. 

At the school gate he left Endari and turned homcAvard. It 
was strange how heavy-hearted he had gone to Endan ancl how 
light his heart now was. Endan could always do that for him. The 
trouble with him, he thought, was that he let himself be lost in 
the present moment, and Endan. :never did. To Endan a moment, 
was but a moment, and only the future was real Endan opened 
the doors of the present and showed him what was ahead and what 
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they were working for together. He could think now of those 
creatures blown in the cold wind and feel pity for them and not 
agony. 

“Poor things,” he thought. “I am glad they will have their free- 
dom for a while, at least, to take what they like.” 

He let himself in at die garden gate and entered the house and 
went upstairs. It would be strange when these sumptuous rooms 
were full of the poor, tearing at the curtains, dragging the rugs 
away, snatching and pulling. Would he mind? ‘ 

“No,” he told himself stoutly. “Why should I? I have never cared 
for such things.” 

And then he heard, someone weeping. He listened. It was I-ko, 
crying like a boy. There was a light shining through the tran- 
som of his grandfather’s door. Before he could wonder, he saw 
the door of his own room open, and Peony came out silently. 

“I have been waiting for you,” she said in a low voice. “You 
are to go at once to your grandfather. I-ko has done something 
wicked.” 


It was like coming into a cage again to enter this room of his 
grandfather. It Was hot and close. They were all there except 
his grandmother. His mother was weeping softly, her round face 
swollen and her cheeks trembling. His grandfather sat erect in his 
large chair, holding one of the cigars he loved between his thumb 
and fiiiiger. But he was not smoking. I-ko was standing by. the 
tabic, leaning on his hands, his neck bent, his head hanging. Be- 
fore I-wan opened the door he had heard his father shouting. 
But when he came in the voice stopped. They all looked at him 
except I-ko, who did not move, But his father began again at once, 
as soon as he saw I-wan. 

, “It’s ' you— you, too-^where have you been? It’s long past 
foidnight. But I don’t know why I expect better of my younger 
son than of my elder! Where havp you been?” 

. ‘To see. a schoolmate,’’ I-waa. : answered He could sec I-ko. 
Now that his father’s attention . not on him, I-ko took his 
.h^hdis^^ef and' wiped his ''and. blew his nose, I-wan, felt 
:i|i 't|ie 'Mfs* :of 'his disgiist -a sbft.'df 'pity for his elder brother. 'It 
that a yoiing man shoiiid be so weak and whimper- 
.l-te 'had heea'i li^de linto a' useless 'beingi hut it 
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was fic3t altogether I-ko's fault. 'He would keep his father’s at- 
teutioa a little longer to help I-ko,. 

^'Tlie moon is so bright,” he 'said. "'My friend left' his room, 
ill the dormitory with me and we went out into the street.” 

"*Doii’t tell me you ended at that!” his father shouted- 

"We talked awhile and then hc' went back and I came 
'I-Wan;;said::;'c|uietly^,^ 

*1 tliink you ought to believe , I-wan” his mother said in her 
sudden hurried way. “You should believe I- wan, because he is 
a good bdy.” ’ • 

“You always say your sons are good ” his father now shouted 
at her. *'Two months ago I thought something was wrong in 
the bank. But no, you said, 1-ko is so good — I-ko could do no 
wrong! And so everybody knew but I— I have been made into a 
fool by my owm son!” 

He had mimicked his wife’s high soft voice, and she began 
to cry, and I-ko hung his head again. 

“I-ko,” his grandfather commanded him, “sit down!” 

I-ko sat down by the table, without looking up. 

“Do you know what you have, done?” his grandfather in- 
quired. "It seems to me you do not ” 

“I don’t think it’s so bad,” I-ko said in a sullen half-whisper. 

His father started. “You don’t — ” he began. 

“Be quiet,” the old man commanded. “I am speaking. I-ko, you 
have taken a great deal of money that was not yours.” 

I-ko did not answer at once. Then he said in the same sullen voice, 
‘It’s not as if my father were not the president of the bank.” 

I-wan saw his father set his lips without speaking. 

The old man put his hand to his head, 

“Do you know whose money is in the bank?” the old man 
inquired. “It is the money of other people — of many people. There 
is even government money there. People trust your father. They 
trusted his son.” , ' . 

The room was quiet except for the old man’s voice. 

I-wan thought, “I-ko has done this!” 

“Why did you do it, I-ko?” he blurted out. “You always have 

mone)r.” ' . ' - ^ ; ' • , • • * " ; 

,He saw^_ I-ko’s'ej^es steal toward "him hostilely, but I-ko did hot' 
answer, ' . , , . . . i-; ‘ ■ • , ■ 
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“Why did you do it?” his -.father suddenly bellowed at him* 
“We have all o.sked you, and I-wan asks you, too. Have I ever 
denied you anything? You had only to come and ask me!” 

“I didn't want to ask you,” I-ko answered, goaded. 

There was silence to this. They all looked at him. He looked from 
one to the other of them. 

“I— I—” he began. He .stopped, then rushed on : “Why do you 
all look at me so? I—I — I didn't take it all at once — for any one 
thing'. Tsedi said, Teds do this — or this* — some little* thing— I 
don’t know— and he hadn't the money, so lie said, T-ko, ^you 
always have plenty of cash,’ And they all got to saying that— 
and I was ashamed to say I hadn’t plenty — ” He was half cryi.ng 
again. His smooth hair was falling over his face. He turned on 
his father. “You— you say, why don’t I ask you — it’s because you 


scold me — youro always scolding me — ever since I can remember. 
I — rd rather take the money than have to ask you and have you 
—you yell at me, 'Again — ^again!’” 

“It’s true,” his mother cried at her husband, “You ha’ve always 
been so harsh to him!” 

“And who was to save him otherwise in this house?” his 
father shouted at her. “A lot of* women spoiling him, ^‘teaching 
him to cheat, to lie, by pretending to obey me when I am here! 
You are to blame — ^women, Eke you are to blame for all the cor- 
ruption in the country! Do you think I don’t know? I was a rich 
man’s son, too — ^in a house full of women and slaves!” 

I-wan said not one word. He had his life' elsewhere now, and 
though this house fell to pieces, he would not fall with it. But 
when his father said what he did to his mother, he thought with 
a sort of curiosity of him as a man, to wonder why he was not 
spoiled, then, as I-ko was. Something had come to save his father 
just as he himself had been sated by happening upon certain 
books and then upon Endan and the band and the men in the 
mill, and through all of these upon the wToIe age of revolution 
which was to come. In a sense the revolution had already saved 
him. 

What cm I do' with you,'.Tk0?'”-his father asked. His voice' 
changed to sadness. “Whs^ can any man do with a worthless son?” 
His '.^apdfather spoke. ' 

,heTs your $on--^ad my grandson, whatever he 
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does. We must return the money;- And let us send him abroad to 
some school where he must 'Work and where he can leave these 
icll|i companions.” 

bko did not speak. But I-wan could see he was waiting to hear 
what his father said. 

'"That is the best thing to do/’ his mother said in her soft eager 
way. “No one will know— and' so many young men go abroad to 
study iiow. It is exactly the thing.” 

"'Cover it all up — cover it all up,” his father said bitterly. “That 
is the way— no one need know, and so he will' never' learn the 
difference between evil and good!” 


“I will never do it again/’ bko said in a whisper. “I have learned. 

I will do whatever you say.” 

His father rose suddenly. 

“Get out of my sight/’ he said to I-ko, not loudly, but his voice 
low and cold. “Put your things together. You will go to Germany 
— ^go to a military school and let them see what they can do with 
you. I will have your ticket bought, or you will spend the money.” 

“Yes, that’s right/’ the old man agreed, “that’s best. The Germans 
will teach him.” 

“Get a^Vay from me,” his father said to Tko. 

Without speaking, I-ko turned away and w^ent out. They heard, 
him cross the hall and the door of his room opened and shut. 

In this room nothing was said. Then his grandfather struck a 
match, lit his cigar at last, and smoked a moment. Until he spoke 
no one would speak. 

“I will go to bed/’ he said, and he rose to his feet, 

“Let me go with you,” his son said. 

“No,” the old man replied. “I can go alone—” 

When the door shut behind him, Lwan’s father turned to his 
mother. ■ ■ - ' 

“Will you. retire.?” he asked. 

And she knew he meant she must, so she rose, wiping her eyes, 
and went into the next room. 

Then' Lwan was left alone with his father. He had risen while . , • • 

his grandfather and mother left the room. 

“Sit down/’ his father said. So he sat down, and his father looked 
at him. : • v. ^ > ; 

“Will you take your elder brother’s place?” he asked abruptly. 
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'He had a small toy in his hand, a paperweight , made like a 
pagoda, and he played with it restlessly. I-waii's eyes moved to his 
father’s strong smooth hands. They were powerful hands, though 
the flesh on them was as soft as Peony s check. 

He felt his father near as he had never done before. He felt 
the depths of his father’s disappointment in I-ko, and that now 
he needed comfort. He though, ‘1 wish I could tell my father 
everything.” But the fear that hangs between the generalions 
would not allow him. He could- not forget that his father was 
the same man he had always been, and that if he dfe! not like 
a thing he could not comprehend it, however good and right it 
was. So I-wan held back his desire to confide in him, but still 
he could not wholly refuse his father. So he said, '‘Will you let 
me tell you, Father, at the end of the school year?” 

Before then, he thought, it will be another world. 

His father stared at him and nodded, 

‘‘Let 'it be, then,” he said. ''Now you go away, too. I don’t know 
why men want sons now-a-days. In the past men had sons for 
their old age, so that they could be sure of care. But no one can 
hope for such care now from the young.” 

He rosse and without looking at I-wan, he also went into the 
other room. And I-wan, left alone, went back to his own room. 
His father, whom he had thought of always as a proud man, 
satisfied and able to have anything he liked, he now saw was 
neither proud nor satisfied, nor had .he what he wanted. He 
thought, puzzling, ''It still is not enough to feed men and give 
them enough money for all their needs ” The men in the mill 
wanted only food and shelter secure, and they would be happy. 
No, plenty of people had these things and they were not happy. 
How would the revolution help these? Pondering this, he opened 
the door to his own room and Peony sat there by his table, wait- 
ing. Her pretty oval face was solemn. 

"What is it?” she whispered. *'Has I-ko killed someone?” 

"No,” he answerecJ, "not that” . 

what?^*' she, prged 'him.' "I know it is something wicked. 
Xdi^jMhdmothier kept She. said your father was going 

I-waP‘"#d scornfully. *'But he is to be sent 
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'^Seiit abroad!'’ Peony cried' joyfully. “At once?’’ 

I-wan nodded. 

^ “Then he did kill someone!” Peony cried, “I am sure he did!” 
“No, he didn’t,” I-wan said. “He took some money ” 

“From the bank?” she exclaimed. 

“Yes,” I-waii said, “Why do you hate him so much?” 

“I can’t tell you,” she said. “I don’t want' to tell you. You can’t 
imagine how hard it has been to be a slave in this house — with 
I'ko growing up — and always at home — not away at school” 

She turned her head aw^ay. 

“You haven’t been treated as a slave,” I-wan said. 

“You don’t know!” she cried with passion. “You don’t know 
anything about me!” 

And to his astonishment she put her face in her hands and 
began to weep in great loud sobs. 

He stood helpless, watching her, 

“Don’t cry, Peony,” he said, “I beg you not to cry,” 

But she cried through her sobs, “I have been only a slave — ^an 
old woman telling me to do this and to do that — ^getting me up 
in the night to rub her old sticks of legs, and to make her opium 
ready. Fm so sick of that smell-—” 

“Do you hate that smell, too?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she sobbed. “I run into my room so sick — ^but I have to 
come back again to it — ^and your mother at me — ” 

“Why?” I-wan asked. He began to see a whole life going’ on in 
this house of which he had not been aware. 

Peony stopped crying. “Because of I-ko,” she said in a low angry 
voice, “She says I must do what I-ko wants — ^who am I, she says, 
but a slave?” ' ^ ^ • 

“My mother said that?” I-wan stared at her and felt his heart 
begin to thump in a slow thick beat. 

She nodded. 

“But you haven’t?” I-wan demanded. 

/She shook her head. 

Ve thought o£ eating some of the opium and killing myself,” 
she said. ‘I’ve often thought of it. Because what have I to Hve 
for, I-wan? I’m not a servant, ; to; be happy among servants. I’ve 
been taught to be something li^re— but still not enough to be 
free. I suppose you think I plight to be grateful your rnother let 
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me learn to read and write .when yon did. I used to be grateful 
but Fni not now. I wish I had been left ignorant if I am. not to- 
be any better than this. Then I could have married— soineoji^ 
lowly— and been content. It’s so wrong!*’ she cried. *lt’s so wicked 
to let people know there are good things in life ^aKrThcn deny 
tliem'F’ 

'’'"He” could not say a word. Peony had been living like this for 
years and he did not know it! He thought she was happy and 
welkreatcd. That she had to serve them was only, i;ie had 
thought, what she should do in return. But now he saw \vhat she 
meant. She was not free. This house where she had plenty to eat 
and silk robes to wear was still only a prison. He thought, “She 
needs the revolution, too, to set her free,” 

In that moment he made up his mind that he would tell Peony 
everything, 

“Peony—” he began. His heart was beating like a clock now^ 
very fast 

She looked at him. 

, “I want to tell you something,” he went on. 

“Yes?” she asked. “What is it?” 

“Peony, have you ever heard of the revolution?” 

“Of course I have,” she said, “It’s not a good thing. Fve heard 
your father talk about it. He said revolutionists arc like kmdits.” 

“No, they’re not!” he exclaimed. 

“How do you know?” she asked. 

Now he would tell her, straight out. 

“Because I am one of them.” 

They looked at each other, and neither moved. 

“I»wan!” she whispered. 

He hodded. 

“If your father knew! He would think you were more wicked 
than kko!” 

This struck him. “I believe he would,” he agreed. 

“You must never teE him,” she exclaimed. “Oh, I wish you 
hada’t told me! I feel 'as if you -had put your life into my hands. 
Twam you will be killed! Why did you?” 

;Ahd ;thfen ;he’ began to tell her everything, . how in books he first 
i: / diwyeredThat , minds had thought and dreamed of a new 
Id: lie ;tp|d her of Endan^and^of the band and of tlie mills. 
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She listened to everything without a 'movenient or a word. And 
he talked to her as he had never talked to anyone, not even, to 
En-Ian, because he had no 'shyness before Peony. But the strange 
thing was that he spoke not only to her but to himself. He was 
giving shape as he talked to all his faith in what was to come, 
and to ali his hope of it. 

*'When is all this to happen?” Peony interrupted him. 

‘'Soon/ he whispered, '‘‘as soon as Chiang Kahshek comes/ 

She stored at him a moment. Then- she shrugged her shoulders, 

‘'I doiA believe it/ she declared. 

‘‘You don’t believe — Peony!” he cried. “I tell you it’s true.” 

“I know you think it’s true,” she retorted, “but you’re only a 
boy. I don’t believe people will do things for other people for 
nothing. And all your revolutionists — what are they but people 
like everybody else?” 

“You don’t know them,” he insisted. “You’ve only known people 
like — like my family. Naturally you think everybody is selfish. But 
that’s because they’re capitalists.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by capitalists,” she said, pouting. 
“I know this, though, that when people have money they don’t 
mind giving some of it away, but who ever heard of poor people 
being unselfish? They want everything then for themselves.’^ 

“But you don’t understand,” he cried at her. “There won’t be 
any rich and poor!” 

“Oh, don’t be silly!” she answered. 

He was so angry with her he wanted to slap her cheek. 

“I wish I hadn’t told you,” he said shortly, “I told you to make 
you happy — ^and let you know soon you will be free. There won’t 
be any slaves after Chiang Kai-shek comes.” 

“Oh, him!” she said, and laughed. “He’s only a man, isn’t he?” 
Then she was sad again. “No,” she went on, “where would I go 
if I were free? I don’t know anything except this house. Where 
could I find shelter? No, if I have been born to be a slave, I am a 
slave.” 

It was the old hopelessness of tlie mill workers, coming from. 
Peony’s red lips as she sat, a little satin-clothed figure, there in his 
chair. Her pretty hands with jade, and gold rings were playing 
with the things on his desk. Was all the world hopeless except 
himself and those like him? He was clouded with a sort of sad- 
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sie$S5 watching her hands. It. came to him again that there was 
more to all this revolution than merely feeding and clothing the 
poor. There was much more. What answer^ for instance^ could 
he give to Peony, when she asked him where she would find 
, shelter if she were, free? He could .not say because he did, not,, 
know, 

suppose,®^ he said aloud, hesitating, ‘'that food will be given 
to everyone somehow. Certainly in the revolution no one will be 
allowed to starve. Things have to be organized, of course,” 

She did not answer. When she spoke again he was iiot in the 
least prepared for what she said. She looked up brightly, as though 
she had forgotten herself, and she said, her voice cosy and w’^arm 
and full of interest, “Tell me about that En4an— is he hand- 
some ?” 

He was too disgusted to answer. To think of En-lan thus was 
to insult him. Girls — why did anyone think a girl could hold any- 
thing in her mind? Peony was not fit for revolution. She was as 
she said, born to be a slave — ^thinking about nothing but — 

“I don’t know/’ he answered curtly. He got up 'suddenly, “I 
want to sleep, Peony. It must be nearly dawn.” 

She rose, hiding a small graceful yawn behind the back of her 
hand, her painted rosy palm turned outward. She had not un- 
derstood the importance of anything he had told her. And it was 
true that he had put his life in her hands. 

But she leaned forward and touched his cheek with her finger. 
“Don’t think I shall forget what you have said,” she told him. 

“I never forget anything you ever say, I lock it all up in me and 
take it out only when I am alone, to see and to think about. It’s 
all I have— Oh, but, I-wan, you won’t let them catch you!” She 
locked her hands together tightly., 

“No, of course not,” he answered and relented a little toward 
her, “Besides, it’s only a litde while.” 

“I have no faith in all that revolution,” she broke in. “It only 
me.i ^ wish. yon hadn\ told me--except that-— it helps me ' 
f||^d4rsla|id‘sqmetBh^^^^ , 

he _ asked., Tl^ere ^as janothet look now in her face, a 

Ae .said, '**and why your, ; . 
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are like a young priests I-wan. I saw'- that whea you were telling 
me* It explains-— everything.’'" 

She was at the door now and she smiled at him, a jSicker of a 
smile. 

‘"Good night/’ she said, and closed the door between them. 

He had not tlie least idea what she loeant, and he forgot it in- 
stantly, because it could not be, important. 

What Peony had said, that he was like a young priest, Be really 
did not bear, even when she said it, because he was so centered 
on what ht was telling her. If he had compreleoded it he would 
have been angered, for it was part of the plam that all priests 
should be driven out of the temples,, since they deceived the people. 
I'Wan had tried to drive them out of the minds of the men whom 
he taught. Whenever they said, as the poor will say anywhere, 
^‘Heewen will protect us,” he cried out;, “Heaven will never protect 
you, because there is no heaven!” 

The first time he said this not one of them a nswered him. It 
was a holiday, the three days” holiday of , the New Year, which is 
given even to the poor, and they had met together in an open 
field beyond the town* I-wan had taken his am money and 
bought tea and. New Year’s cakes for them at at country tea house, 
and then they had come away where there were rrio walls. 

“What is that above us, then, if there is no heaven ?” a man 
asked, and he pointed to the sky. 

“Air— and cloud,” I-wan answered. 

“And beyond that?” the man persisted. 

“Nothing,” I-wan answered. 

They thought about this in silence. 

“Then all the priests in the temples have told us lies?” the man 
asked again. 

“Yes,” I-wan said. And when no one said anythihg to that, he 
asked them, “Can any of you poiat to a single time when you 
spent money before the gods and they gave you ^hat you asked 
for?” ’ • ' 

They thought awhile again in the way they bad whenever he 
said something they had not heard before. 

“It is true,” one of them said, a young man with crossed eyes.v/ 
“At every New Year I have begged the god3 to let me grow pA; 
—and look at me, how poor I amf”- ^ * > ■ . ; ; , ' 
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**Not evea the gods can make a man rich, if he is bom to be 
poor/’ a sad voice said. 

“Then what is the use of them?’’ the cross-eyed fellow said 
hotly. “Hi ask no more of them! If this revoIutioE will tnakc 
us rich we don’t need gods!” 

Everyone laughed at this and they all felt merry and brave 
with good food in their bellies. I-wan had indeed learned already 
that if he wanted them to believe what he said> they believed 
better if he fed them first. Every time he fed them they believed 
more in the revolution. « 

“Why should he spend his money like this/’ they argued^ “if he is 
not telling us the truth? He is a good young man.” 

They helped I-wan to believe, too. Every time he talked to them 
he came away more sure of that in which he believed, that after 
the revolution there would be no more trouble or sadness. When- 
ever he passed a beggar in the street, he gave him a penny and he 
thought, “A few more months and there will be no more beggars 
—for no one will be in need/’ So that winter passed. 

One night he was awakened by a noise in the house and 
the garden lights shone out beneath his windows and he heard 
his father’s voice calling loudly, “Tie him— tie him! I have already 
sent for the police!” 

He got up quickly and drew on his robe and went out and in 
the hall his mother stood, too frightened to go down. 

“They have caught a robber,” she gasped, “in the garden!” 

He went downstairs and outside in the chilly darkness he 
found his father and the servants staring at a miserable ragged 
man who had somehow got over the high wall, a thin dark agile 
fellow, starved in his looks, and now afraid for his life. He was 
on his knees whining and crying while the gardener held him 
by his long hair. 

“I heard him/’ the gardener kept roaring bravely, “I heard the 
tiles on the wall clatter and one fell to the rocks below, and I said 
to my wife, ‘That’s more than wind can do/ and I — 

“Have a kind heart, sir-—” the man moaned. “I have not eaten 
for two days. I thought I would see only if I could find a little 
fopd thrown out of , the kitchens* I swear I would not ’have entered 
',the'boUSfe/^ '■ , 

■: ' Twap wm about .to^ cty, "^Father, 1 am sure he^is hungry/* but 
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he caught the man*s eye and- it had such' a cast of cYil and malice 
in it that he was aghast and he said nothing. And at that moment 
the police came and took the fellow to prison. He went sullenly 
away and as though he were used to it. 

‘'We might have been murdered,” his father said when they 
were in the house again. Everybody was up now, his grandparents 
and the servants and Peony, and they all fell to talking together. 

But I-wan went to his bed, not to sleep, but to lie wondering 
why tlm man’s eyes should have been so full of malice. He had 
seen a lobk like that before, and when he tried to think, he re- 
membered. It had been the way I-ko looked before he went away 
a few days ago upon a great ship. They had gone to see him sail, 
and I-wan and his father had stayed on the dock until the ship 
had left the shore. 

“I cannot trust I-ko,” his father had said. “He might leave the 
ship secretly and hang about the city — 

I-ko, alone on the ship and going alone to a foreign country, had 
looked like that caught thief, his eyes dark with malice and 
despair. I-wan felt confused again. What if food and plenty for 
all were still not enough? But he turned away from this tjues- 
tion now as often as it came to him. He must believe that every- 
one would be better, somehow, after the revolution came- He 
must believe that Chiang Kai-shek would set everything right. It 
was all as simple as the difference between night and day. When 
the sun rose, it was day. 

f He and Peony did not talk again. She had withdrawn herself 
j from him since that night and she came no more to his room 
I when he was there. Nothing was changed except she did not 
come. The quilts were spread, the tea was hot, there were his 
favorite sweetmeats in the box^ and new flowers were in the 
windows or on the table, but it was all done before he came. Once 
she passed him on the stair and leaned to him and he smelled the 
jasmine scent. 

“Still dreaming?” she asked, her smile small and shadowy. “When 
will you wake?” she murmured, and went on her way. 

He was not sorry he had told her, no, because she had the right 
to know of coming happness, even if she would not believe in it, 
and he knew now his life was safe with her. She would never 
’betray him. 
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and swectSy to stop and watch a -wandering actor show, to laugh 
at some children, En-lan questioned him at such moments as no 
one was close, and he drew out of him everything about Peony 
and what he had told her. 

He had never seen En-lan so angry. 

‘'A woman and a slave!” En-lan muttered, his voice low*, but 
his eyes like a tiger’s. *'Was there ever such a silly as you!” 

'"But I tell you, you don’t know Peony,” I-wan said eagerly. “She 
is like my sister.” He hesitated, then stammered, “Why— -why, she 
— she loves me!” 

''She isn’t your sister,” En-lan said, "and it is the worse that she 
loves you. She will want to hurt you — ^because you don’t love her 
— even though she kills you.” 

"Peony is not like that,” I-wan protested. 

En-lan said nothing for a while. Then he sighed. "Well, it is 
done!” And after a while he said again, “I cannot rest. I am 
responsible for you all Can you send this girl to meet me some- 
where, so that I can see what she is and threaten her into silence.?” 

"I don’t know,” I-wan stammered. "I don’t think she would— 
I think she would be ashamed to come to meet you.” 

"A sl^ve?” En-lan asked scornfully. 

"She isn’t just a slave,” I-wan said. "WeVe not treated her like 
a slave.” 

"Ask her,” En-lan said. And again he said, "It is more than 
your life, remember. We might ail be seized and killed ” 

It was true that not a day passed now that there were not 
those whom the police seized and killed as revolutionists. Their 
names were not published and people did not hear of them- But 
from schools and from homes young men and women were 
marched away by police and by soldiers appearing suddenly and 
demandixig them, and they were never seen again, nor could 
anyone save them after they were taken. 

"I will ask her,” I-wan had said. 

But Peony did i^t come near him that night and when he sent 
for her, she reAfcil 'word by the servant that his grandmother 
needed her. < 

The next day roc general strike was declared. In his home I-wnn' 
at the breakfast table heard his father roar oiit over his newspaper, 

"What next? The silk mills are dosed!” 
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He looked in. She was there, stooping over a basket full of fish a 
vendor had brought in. . ■ ■ • ' 

‘'Peony he said. 

She looked up. 

‘‘Where is my school cap?” He had not been able to find it 
and had not looked very far, meeding, excuse to see her. 

But she looked back to the fish, “On the third hook in your 
Hoset7,^xhe:::m^ ■ ' 

He could think of nothing else and so he had to go on to school 
In the English class he shook his head slightly at Endan. 

Twenty-one days the strike was to be held, that he knew. And 
the twenty-first day was the day. The city went on its seeming 
usual way, but nothing was the same. Everyone made his face 
calm and all came and went as usual, but the strikes spread into 
newspaper offices, into great shops and business places. The work- 
ing people were gay, for from somewhere they were being given 
money, and for the first time since they were children they could 
go out by day to the amusement places and see all the wonders 
of animals trained to do tricks and foreign moving pictures and 
all such things they had only heard of before. By night they loitered 
about tea houses and gambling dens. I-wa,n could scarcely gather 
together his brigade. In these days when he himself was in such a 
pitch of waiting that he could not sleep except in bits and snatches 
through the nights, these men he had taught were children freed 
from their tasks. They were idle all day, but at night he could not 
get them together. They came, a few of them at a time, and when 
he asked where the others were they laughed and pointed to the 
city. 

“We have all been seeing what we have never seen,” one said. 

“As for me,” another said, “I don’t care if nothing better than 
this comes to me. Do you know what I saw today? Three mon- 
keys, dressed like little men! I laughed until my stomach turned 
on me.” 

He could not get them to listen to him, and there was nothing 
for him except to go home, still to wait. He was so helpless with 
them that he grew afraid lest at the time when all must come 
together they would refuse to come. So one day he made the sign 
to'En-lan and’ En-iaa met him on, '-.the green spot’ on the 
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but at an hour when most students' were m classes^ and I-waii 
told him, “I don’t know what is' the matter with my brigade. 
Ever since they have not had to work they have been like silly 
children/'’ 

Then he went on and told him how they seemed to have for- 
gotten the revolution. En4an only laughed at him. 

*'What did I say? You are an idealist/’ he answered. “You know 
nothing at all, I-wan. Do you think that people %vho have had to 
work all their lives will not play when they can? Let them alone. 
There will be no order anyway on that day. It will coihe like a 
great storm — no one can tell its size or shape or what the destruction 
will be. It is only afterwards that we can begin to think of order.” 
Then he said, his voice lower, “What about that girl? One word 
now in these last few days and we are all lost.” 

“I have had no chance — ” I-wan began. 

“Make it — ^make it — En-lan said imperiously, “What right 
have you to risk our lives?” 

He went on, leaving I-wan there to go home again. 

And again there was nothing for I-wan to do except to wait. 
The air was restless with new spring, too, and waiting was the 
harder. He entered the house and his grandmother called^ and he 
went into her room listlessly and stood there. 

“What is it, Grandmother?” he said as he always did. 

“Where have you been?” Her thin old voice was exactly as it 
had always been, everything was as it had always been, and yet 
he felt it all as insubstantial as a dream from which he was about 
to wake. 

“At school,” he answered. 

His grandmother coughed, and then she began to complain as 
though he had not spoken. 

“This pain in my joints grows worse every day. I can’t walk. 
But nobody cares. They just leave me here — ^nobody cares about 
me. What is the use of having sons and grandsons? You don’t 


J<^^';yyhether I live or die.” 

:Hf;!'ihought, “En-lan would Taugh at her and say, TouYe right, 


; . . .1 


' -'i 


I some liirdi»s that; Etx-kn had. He said gently, 
tahdmddiar- 

moment lofligfck Then, dhe put out her hand. 
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* 'Let me feel yoor hand, little I-wan.” 

So though he hated it he put out his hand oace more and she 
look it in both her old claws, 

“Such a warm young hand/' she murmured. 

He could not bear her touch and yet he knew, in his too quick 
imagination, for a moment, what it might be to be old and 
lonely and feel one’s body growing cold and feeble and eager to 
cling to someone warm and young. And he could not pull him- 
self awdy from her, though he longed to leave her. 

“You don’t want me to die, do you?” she murmured. 

“No,” he said. And yet he knew it did not matter if she died. 
Ail old people had to die, to make room for the young, and it 
seemed right to him that this should be. 

At this thought of death he did pull his hand away. 

“I have to go and study, Grandmother,” he said as he always 
did. He could not bear this smell, this room closed against the 
spring outside. 

But when he turned and rushed to the door and opened it, 
there outside he met Peony, bringing in a bowl of soup for his 
grandmother. And he remembered, 

“Peony,” he said, “come to my room, tonight. I have something 
to tell you,” 

She looked at him and nodded and went on. 


He said to her, “Of course I know Aat you would not go out to 
meet him.” 

Peony was stooping about his bed, unfolding the quilts adroitly 
and smoothing the sleeping mat while she listened. Now she took 
a silk cloth out of a drawer and began dusting the table. 

“Did you tell him I wouldn’t come?” she asked without stopping. 

“Yes, I did,” I-wan said. He sat in his foreign easy chair. In 
the whole house only the beds were Chinese, and that was because 
his grandfather said he could not sleep wallowing in springs and 
feathers as the foreigners did. He wanted firm boards beneath his 
body and a wooden pillow under his head. 

“No, I wouldn’t tell anybody what you told me,” Peony said, 
and then added after a moment, *l3Ut J think I will see him.”" 

^ ,I"Wan stared at The edges- of, lier month were 'ctirled 
her'’ eyes were full ;of mischief. _ , ' ' ■ * ' v' ' 
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‘Why?” he asked 

“Oh, becaosCj” she said, flicking her cloth about his books* 
“Maybe,” she added, want to see for myself all this revolutioi^ 
’ youVe been talking abou,t — or maybe it is only that I want some- 
' thing new to happen. Nothing ^ happens ■ to me here in this 

house,** . 

j fie felt^a strange confusion in^himself. Peony was a girl in his 
' famiTy’^and slielKould not 'pi'’*out to ^ meet a strange man. It was 
against tradition. And yet was not tradition what they all 

against? Fie had a moment’s flying doubt about himself, when the 
revolution really fell upon this house would he be strong enough 
not to lift his hand? He thrust this away from him, 

“I will tell En-lan tomorrow I was wrong,” he said stiffly. “He 
will appoint an hour and a place ” 

“Why not here?** she asked, “Why should your schoolmate not 
come here? And why should I not serve you tea? Isn’t tliat my 
business?” ‘ 

He did not answer. En-lan here! He had never thought of 
bringing any of. his schoolmates here, Peng Liu once had come 
to the gate and he had not wanted him to enter. Since that day, 
too, Peng Liu had not liked him as w^^ell as before and they had 
seen little of each other. That Peng Liu, there was something 
mean in him. Everybody felt it, and En-lan gave him no authority, 
and yet no one could dismiss him from the band. So he came and 
went with them and they avoided him. Why should one poor 
man’s son be such a small mean creature and another poor man’s 
son be fearless and good like En-lan? But there was also the mean- 
ness of I-ko, who was a rich man’s son* They had had one letter 
from I-ko, complaining because he hated the sea and had got 
only so far as Bombay. He asked permission to stay in Bombay, 
but his father had cabled him, “Proceed to Germany. Funds for- 
warded there.” So' I-ko had gone on to where those funds were. 
Whenever he thought of meanness such as Peng Liu’s he thought 
also of I-ko. There was something alike in those two. 

Into these thoughts Peony broke* 

; \ 'hevei: did telFme whether this Endan was handsome or 


I-wan .said ^ shortly. He. thought, *^How foolish 
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“Ah;, welij I shall see for myself/ Peony said. 

She went out singing a little under her breath, and he said to 
himself again, “She is not thinking of the revolution at alL” He 
wished more than ever that he had never said anything to her. But 
it was diis endless waiting that made everything seem wrong to 
him. 

Nevertheless the next day, so that he might not bear the weight 
of the chance, he took advantage of a moment after a class when 
they co|)ied an assignment together from a bulletin board, to tell 
■Ell Jan^ ■ what Peony had , said. 

En-lan listened and went on copying as though he did not hear. 

“At least she is not stupid,” he said. Then he smiled, "1 have 
never seen the inside of a rich man’s house. And after the revolu- 
tion there will be no more of them to see.” He went on copying. 
“So, I will meet y6u at the gate at four o’clock. As she says, there 
is nothing remarkable in going to visit a schoolmate. That was 
clever of a slave to say.” He closed his book. “There, I am finished!” 
and went down the hall. 

All day I-wan was uncomfortable. And now, when they came 
to his home, he was very uncomfortable. En-lan’s bright dark eyes 
were looking at everything quietly and fully. He had put on a 
clean school uniform and he had smoothed his hair and thrust a 
blue cotton handkerchief in his pocket. The uniform had shrunk 
a little and left his strong wrists bare and two buttons across his 
chest would not fasten so that his blue shirt showed. But it also 
was clean. Inside the door he paused and looked down at the 
thick red carpet. 

“Am I to step on this?” he asked. 

I-wan laughed. “It is foolish, but so you can,” he replied. He 
felt nervous and afraid of what En-lan would diink of everything. 

“If I hacl it I would sleep under it,” En4an said. Nevertheless 
he stepped upon the carpet. 

I-wan had told Peony that morning, “If I bring him home today, 
you are to manage so my grandmother does not make me come, 
into her room.” , ■ , ' - , ’ - ‘ ■ ; '! ; 

Peony had managed, for no sound came from his grandmother’s 
room. She was sleeping, doubtless, under her opium. He could 
smell it En-lan sniffed. - 'r. ■ 
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‘‘That here!'* he remarked amiably* *‘I nsec! to smell it in my 
¥illage/' 

“Did they use it there, too?” I-waii asked, surprised* He thought, 
somehow, that farmers only sold this opium for food- 

“Didn’t ! tell you rich and poor were alike?” Endan said calmly. 

They were going upstairs now. I-wan had told Peony, “If I bring 
him home today, manage it so I need not go to my grandfather’s 
room or my parents’—” 

No one called and he led the way straight to his own. robm and 
Endan followed, 

“Now!” I-wan said, shutting the door. “Here we are free. You 
can say anything you like. The servants never come here unless I 
ring for them. And Peony will bring us tea herself in a little while ” 
He spoke quickly because he felt so ill at ease with Endan here. 
He was ashamed of all that he had. 

Endan did not answer. He stood on the edge of bare floor, look- 
ing around the room. 

“This is the place you come from every day!” he exclaimed, 

I-wan could not bear the amazement in his face. 

“I am used to it — I never think of it,” he stammered, 

“My father’s whole house could go in this room,” Endan said. 
Then he stepped to the carpet, “I should always feel it was wrong 
to walk on this,” he said. He stared down at the heavy fabric, blue 
and velvet beneath his feet. “How much does this cost?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” I-wan muttered* “I didn’t buy it— it’s been here 
always.” 

He turned away and took off bis coat and cap. But Endan kept 
staring about him. 

“Is that your bed?” he asked. 

“Yes ” I-wan said. 

“I never saw such a bed,” Endan whispered. “I never saw any- 
thing like this — all that silk stuff— what is it for?” 

“Curtains,” I-wan said shortly. Then he cried, “I canY help it! 
I was born into this house, I don’t know anything else.” 

sat^down.on a smaE chan and put his hands on his 
.dr’'''.’ 

; sldwly* am asking myself«-if 

hayc run away 'and Joined 
'• kbovt^; t ^ imagine lany 'except my ■ 
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own— having to work bitterly hard and not having enough to eat, 
I£ rd been you— I don’t know.** He looked at I*wan. I 

think more of you than before.’* 

‘‘Oh, no,” I~wan said, abashed. “It’s — ^I’m used to this — ^yoiir life 
seems more interesting to me than this—” 

“You have by birth what we are fighting for,” EnJan said. ‘‘Why, 
then, do you fight?” 

I'Wan had never thought of this before. Did he have everything? 
Why was he fighting, indeed? 

“You have everything—” En-kn repeated, “everything!” 

“I feel uncomfortable ” I-wan said. “I can’t tell you how I feel. 
When I am with my brigade I wish I could bring them here. But 
I don’t think they would like it here, either. Do you like it, Endan?” 

' They looked around the room. For the first time I-wan saw it 
as a kind of life, and not a place in which to sleep and work. 

“I don’t know,” En-lan said slowly. “It’s beautiful, but I don’t 
know. This thing soft under my feet all the time— it feels wrong. 
But then, Fm not born to it.” 

“Do you wish you were?” 1-wm pressed him. 

Endan did not answer for a moment. Then he shook his head. 

“No,”^he said firmly. “No, I am glad I was born as I was. What 
would I do here? I like to take off my coat and to spit on the floor.” 

It was like a door shut in I-wan’s face. He felt suddenly cut off 
somehow from Endan and from all for whom Endaa stood. He 
felt as a child feels shut into a garden alone when outside in the 
dusty open street other children are shouting and screaming in 
living play. But before he could speak the door opened and Peony 
came in with a tray of' Steaming bowls. She did not look up. She 
went to the table, and cleaning one end of it of books and papers, 
she set out bowls and chopsticks and between them a dish of small 
pork dumplings and another of balls of rice flour in a syrup of 
brown sugar. 

“I thought you and your friend might like these,” she said in a 
_ quiet voice. ■ ' ' . , , 

I-wan had not expected this of her, and he said gratefully, “Thank 
you, Peony.” Then turning to En-lan he said, “This is Peony, of 
whom I told you.” And to Peony he said, “This is En-lan.” 

, They looked at each other. Then En-lan rose to his feet and 
stood, twisting his cap round and round, and suddenly Peony said 
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to him, her ¥oice very silvery and cool, ‘‘You need not rise to me. 

I gm not of family • I am onlY^aJ^onclixi.aid/’' 

“As for that,” Eii4an sal3, “f am only a peasant’s son, I havj? 
never even been in a house like this before,” 

They looked at each other and Twan felt himself more than ever 
the lonely child shut into the garden. ^ 

“You 'thought I might tell on you,” Peony said, slowly, “but I 
will never tell.” 

And Eiidan answered, his voice as low and slow as hers, don’t 
know why I thought you might tell — except I didn't know you,” 

Then Peony recalled herself. She looked away from him and she 
said to I-wan in her usual voice, “I-wan, you must eat while the 
dishes are hot. Sit down, both of you.” 

“But,” Endan said merrily, “why not tlie three of us?” 

Now in all the years Peony had been in the house she had never 
eaten with I-wan. He had never thought of such a thing, and it 
was a surprise to him now, and Peony saw it was. She said quickly, 
“Oh, I am used to serving and not sitting.” 

“I won’t sit down,” En-Ian argued warmly, “unless we sit down 
together. In the revolution there is no such thing as one to be served 
and the other to serve, eh, I-wan? We are all equal!” 

A light came into I-wan’s mind. How had he not thought of this 
before? He had been dreaming of revolution outside and he had 
not known how to make it come here in his own room. Pie forced 
away a foolish shyness he suddenly felt toward Peony. 

“Yes, Peony,” he said, “sit down with us. Why not?” 

So wavering between them, looking at one and the other of them, 
she grew as pink as her name flower. She said to Pwan, “And what 
if your father and mother should come to the door and see me sit- 
ting down with you? We couldn’t cry revolution to them!” 

En-lan strode to the door and turned the key, 

“Sit down,” he commanded her. 

So she sat down across from them, her face still pink, and she 
began, a little stifi and grave, to serve their bowls full of the pork 
dumplings. 

“So,” En4an said, looking at them cheerfully, “how pleasant this 
kl I hungry as a starved' dogP ' > - 

shy, fer a miuutes.inore and he struggled with this 
'^uripm Peoi:^^. whom'he had never seen sit ^ 



THE PATRIOT 


79 

down at a table with him. Then he forgot it. And he forgot his 
being the lonely child, for they were all eating together, and he was 
hungry, too. And Peony, daintily touching her chopsticks to this 
bit and that, let them cat for a little w'hile. Then she leaned toward 

‘Tell me/’ she said to liim gravely, “more about this revolution. 

I want to believe in it.” 

So En-lan began, and listening to him, and seeing Peony’s face 
as she listened, I-wan diought, “I believe in it, too — more than 

It seemed come already, here in this room. 

When EnJan was gone, Peony sat down again for a moment. 

“You never made it plain to me what it was all about/’ she said. 

“You wouldn’t believe me,” he retorted. 

She laughed, “Perhaps I didn’t. It’s hard to believe such big 
things coming out of a boy one knew when he was small. But that 
EnJan—he makes you. believe it ” She mused a moment, her face 
changing with her thoughts. He could not read it and he felt 
vaguely jealous. 

“Fm glad you believe, anyhow, Peony,” he said. “Now we can 
talk together. It won’t be so hard to wait.” 

She rose. “Meanwhile I must go on as I always have,” she said. 
“Your grandmother will be waking.” 

She collected the bowls. 

“How he ate!” she said. “I like to sec a young man so hearty.” 

“Come back/’ he begged her. “I want to talk some more.” 

For when they talked it was all real and inevitable and nothing 
could hold back what w’^as to come. But she shook her head* 

“No — not tonight,” she said firmly. 

Nothing could stop the marching of that triumphant figure of 
Chiang Kai-shek. He had left Hankow and was proceeding down 
the river with his great army, Kiukiang, Anking, Wuhu — the cities 
on its bank fell like fruits into, his hands. Shanghai grew hot with 
expectation and fear. The people on the streets were arrogant and 
noisy. Ricksha pullers idled and would not hire their vehicles and 
vendors did not care whether they sold anything or not They 
threw dice on the sidewalks and played all day. 
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"I know,” she answered. '’■*1 shall wait and see how it is/* 
She put out her hand and touched a red blossom. 

"'Noj but what do you believe?” he urged her. ‘Ton must believe 
in right or wrong.” 

‘1 am not a priest like you/* she said. *Tou believe in Chiang 
Kai-shek as though he were a god. I know he is a man.” 

‘'Noj I don’t,” he denied. *"I don’t believe in any gods. But I 
believe in the revolution.” 

"'The revolution is still only what people do/* she replied, "‘If 
they do w^ll, then I am one of them.** 

He knew she was wrong. It was wrong to measure one’s belief 
by what people did. A thing was right or wrong in itself. But he 
could not forget what she had said. That night before he slept he 
locked his door and from a secret place in his desk he drew out a 
picture he had once cut from a magazine. It was a picture of the 
young Chiang Kai-shek. He sat looking at it. It did look a little 
like En-lan. It was a face at once bold and kind, harsh and dream- 
ing. 

“I don’t worship him/’ he thought, “but I believe in him.” 

They all believed, thousands of young men and women intel- 
lectuals, thousands of men and women who were ignorant and 
poor. It had been a long time since they had anything in which 
they could believe^ and hope. Since the last corrupt dynasty had 
died in Peking, the people had had nothing. And the young, 
especially, had had nothing since Sun Yat-sen had died. Before he 
could become known to them he was only a memory. Therefore 
all their hopes fastened upon this young leader of the revolutionary 
army. 

And now there was only one last great city to capture before he 
entered Shanghai. It was the ancient city of Nanking where once 
the Ming Emperors had ruled in such power and such glory and 
where they were buried. Everybody waited for Nanking to fall. 
The gates were locked in the great walls and the government 
soldiers were holding the city. But it would fall. For within the 
walls it too was honeycombed with people who wanted the revo 
lution. : > , . . ^ ; 

' ■ Twan lived these last dfet^s.in a sort of ecstasy, full of au 
mdnt .which was both pain and There was the knowledge (that, 
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e^crythmg he did was for the last time* He knew exactly what was 
to happen* As soon as the news came of Chiang’s victory he was to 
leave this house, never to return to it. He was to join En-lan and 
all the others at the revolutionary headquarters, to report for duty. 
He told Peony one night, whispering to her in his room. She 
listened steadily. She was different these days. He liked her better 
than he ever had. She did not touch him or tease him or arouse in 
him that warm sweet discomfort of which he was afraid. She was 
quiet and busy and he was not disturbed by her presence, r 

"Too must come with me, Peony,” he told her at last. 

"Tell me the name of the place,” she said. “Perliaps — ” 

So he wrote down the place and she looked at it. Then he burned 
the bit of paper. 

‘i do not promise,” she said. “I promise nothing.” 

But she had seen the writing. And he knew she never forgot 
anything. 

Of the moment of his own leaving he thought continually. He 
wanted to be sure to get away at the instant, so that he need not 
be here when the people were loosed. He knew now he did not 
want to see them here. Sometimes in the night he woke and then 
he lay awake and trembling, tempted to warn his father. But 
whenever he prepared to warn him he was held hack because he 
knew his father would demand .to know everything and then 
En-lan and the others would be lost. So he had to keep silence, 
though it was the hardest thing to keep. 

And then one night, after three days of this intense waiting, the 
news flew into the city. Nanking had fallen. He went early to bed 
so that he need not hear his father’s talk, but it was impossible to 
sleep. This was his last night in this house. Tomorrow he would 
be he did not know where. And tossing on his bed, he made up 
his mind at last — or half made it up — before he went — ^no, he would 
leave it to Peony— he would tell her if she went she was to warn his 
parents and let them escape: "Nothing could happen before noon. 
Twelve o’clock was the hour set for proclaiming the revolution. Be- 
tween dawn, when he would leave this house, and noon, they could 
•J'^scape,’ He struggled, a moment in himsclh Was it betraying the 
devolution to warn them ?^B,ut if 'Peony .warned '-them and not 'he? 
.il^h^;:ift€hnch he^felPfoto^a shallow ’half-dreaming sleep* 
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He was awakened before dawn by his father, shaking him by the 
shoulder. He opened his eyes and there was his father’s face, black 
and white in the shadows, above him. 

‘'Get up!” his father said* His voice was so cold that I-waa woke 

instantly* 

“Get into your clothes/’ his father commanded him, 

I-wan got up, “What is it?” he asked. “What is the matter?” 

“Stupid, foolish boy,” his father cried, “Wicked, deceitful boy!” 
I-wan did not answer. From his childhood he had feared his father 
and loved him, too, I-ko had only feared him. But I-wan knew that 
his father was good and he had tried always to obey him, even 
when his grandmother or a servant said, “Never mind — your father 
isn’t at home.” 

“What is it, Father?” he repeated. But he knew. 

His father drew a paper from his breast. It was a long sheet, 
folded over and over. He handed it to I-wan. Upon it were hun- 
dreds of names. I-wan read them, one after the other. They were 
clustered under titles of schools. He saw the name of his school, 
and under it En-lan’s name, and his own and the names of all the 
band. No, one was lacking — ^Pehg Liu’s name. JHe remembered 
suddenly* that he had not seen Peng Liu for a long time. He had 
been sick, he sent word, and unable to come to their meetings. 
Then somebody said he had left school and gone home because he 
had no more money. And no one cared, because no one had liked • 
him. But his name — it was not here! 

“Do you know what this is?” his father asked him. 

“Yes,” I-wan said. He was telling himself that he had done 
nothing of which he need be ashamed. He would not be afraid, , 
He handed the paper back to his father* 

“Where did you get it?” he asked. 

His father stared at him sternly. 

“That does not matter,” he replied. “Dress yourself quickly. At 
any moment soldiers may be here to seize you, Chiang Kai-shek 
has come.” 

I-waii felt his body grow weak. 

“Chiang Kai-shek — ” he faltered. 

is here in the city,” his father repeated* “He was here yes^ 
terday.” ^ 

/“But Nanking — ” I-wan stammered* 



iiimself came straight to Shanghai. I tell you, dr 
1 cant~how do you know, Father?” 
was thumping in his side. How did his father 
Chiang Kai-shek? He could not know— 

I saw him yesterday,” his father said. 

A terror darted into I-wan’s mind lilte a thre 
Chiang Kai-shek — 

■with all the bankers,” his fa 

^We told him Shanghai must nc 
-It he wants money, that is, to go c 


“He met with us- 
quick short jerks, 
our businesses- 
ernment. Will 

He never agreed!” I-wan stammered. Ho' 
En-lan-to his friends-to everybody who- 
Of course he agreed,” his father replied 
I was impressed by him-clever and stron-.’ 
thing IS arranged. He is to purge the city of 
The blood which had drained away fro 
rus^d back. He felt suddenly strong and fu 

fmm ^^tr^yed us,” he said loudly, and 
f om his father and began to sob wildly. “All 
-we who believed in him!” He snatched a 
get out and fed them all-find En-lan— they 
Hs father leaped up and seized him by th< 

You are going nowhere except straight to 

fur Japan, he deeli}r<“/-l • • 

“T I ’ ^aectared. The car is waiting- 

it was c^ilcS, 

You will!” his father whispered fiercely. “Y 
It IS not only you— it is the faihily. I gave mi 

if they would erase your name from die list ' 
country today.” 

“ Ao-Sh !>< 

You arc making me into a traitor!” he cried 
tat hs £,*„ ta .Jd 

clamps on his shoulders. ^ 

. ‘^y ^ hisfather retorto 

toxpmunists to death. The 
Pf|ed,,'^^|^avc,&ousanas of names-” 



The room turned slowly before I-wan’s eyes. He saw his father’s 
black eyes in the midst of it, staring at him. It was all meaningless 
—everything was meaningless. i 

Peony! he heard his father shout, “come here quickly. Peony!” 
His body was so loose he could not hold it together. He feU into 

;,hiS'fataer,§,,;arm.s, •, 


/ “Where is Peony.?” His father’s voice bellowed around him in 
waves of noise. And like an echo he heard a servant’s voice scream- 

5 Suc«6 gone! Wc can’t find her — ^Peony’s gone!” 









II 


SHIP WAS MOVING slowly among small green islands, 
tkreading its way through a shimmer o£ bright blue water 
and sunshine. The air was warm and still, except for the 
fall of water at the prow, and in the vistas between the 
islands he could see flights of small Japanese fishing vessels, their 
sails white against the blue sky. He lay in his chair, gazing at 
empty of thought. That was the only way to endure his complete 
helplessness — simply not to think, not to remember* 

Sometimes he felt, pushing through the emptiness, the old wish 
that at least he might have told Endan— and then he summoned 
the emptiness to wash that away, too. There was no way whereby 
he could tell En-lan. Endan perhaps was dead already. He could 
not even write to Peony. Peony was gone. He wondered dully 
when sh^ had gone and where. He remembered so clearly his 
father's unbelieving shout, “Peony gone!’* Then he summoned the 
emptiness again to wash it all away. 

All of it was gone— all the hopes they had had together. He felt 
a sharp remorse when he thought of the brigade. They were doubt- 
less back again at the mill, working as they had before in their old 
hopelessness. They would think he was a liar after all — perhaps 
even that he had betrayed them. But perhaps they would only think 
he was dead. He hoped that was what they thought — that he was 
dead. He never, never wanted to see them again. 

But lying in the emptiness of the sky and water, watching the 
dreaming islands slip by, he had come at last to cease hating his 
father. He had come to see it would have been impossible for him 
to have stayed in Shanghai, even if he had not been killed, espe- 
cially if he had not been killed. To have had to go back to the old 
life, shorn of its plans, back to the round of school and home 
without the hope of anything to come, back to his grandmodier 
and the reek of that opium — ^no,. it could not have been. And 
Peony gone. They would not look for Peony in that house* No, 







90 ■ 'THE PATRIOT 

his father would simply say, “Let her go — she is nothing but a 
bondmaid. Get another to take her place ” 

It was all impossible to think about. He shut his eyes and his 
lids smarted. His heart felt crushed in his breast. ^ The re were many 
ways of breaking a heart. Stories were full of heartsISrofemiiy 
love, what TeaDy ‘broke a heart Tvas taking ’“away ‘its 
whatever the dream nilghTlier’'"'”'"'"’ 

emptiness? giving himself up. The soft sea air 
swept over him. He heard a sailor call a sounding somewhere, his 
voice musical in the silence. There %¥as no meaning how to any- 
thing. He closed his eyes. Let nights drift over him and days pass 
him by. 


He would have liked to stay on the ship forever, but that of 
course he could not. In a few minutes the ship would dock at 
Nagasaki, and beyond that his ticket did not go. He had his father’s 
written instructions and now he read them over again. Since he 
cared about nothing he might as well follow them. At the dock, 
he read in his father’s heavy writing, he would be met and taken 
to the home of Muraki, the merchant. “Mr. Muraki is an old 
friend,” his father wrote, “and he will keep you in his hofne. I have 
asked him to give you a place in his business. Of course you need 
not be dependent on your earnings. Let me know what you need, 
after you have spent what I have given you. But I want you to go 
to work, and when I think it is safe you may return.” 

“I will never return,” Lwan said to himself in his cabin. If he 
could not return to such a country as he had dreamed of, then he 
would be an exile forever. He had no country. He closed his bag 
and took it and went up on deck. It was already noon, and the 
ship was slowing to anchor in the bay. 

The land looked strange to him. A steep mountain range pressed 
almost to the sea, but between its foot and the shore there was a 
small city, stretched long and narrow. The houses were angular 
and squat. The tiles on their flat roofs were gleaming in the sun, 
but over the mountain tops a cloud hung, black and full of rain. 
Around the ship coal barges were beginning to flock, and short 
thick-bodied Japanese coolies, men and women, were stooping 
tliem^eives ready to heave from shoulder to shoulder the baskets of 
-ec^Lj He;' could hear them chattering, and it did nbt seem strange 
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that he could uuderstand nothing o£ what they said. Nothing was 
strange any 'more — everything had already happened to him, and 
cvj£.fything was over. 

He took up his bag and followed the others along the swaying 
ladder down the ship^s side into a small launch. He had spoken to 
no one on the ship and he knew no one. Most o£ them were 
Americans, going ashore for sight-seeing. Their English he could 
barely understand, since he was accustomed to Miss Maitland’s sort 
of English, and Mr. Ranald’s. When he thought of Mr. Ranald he 
thought for a second of Peng Liu and how he had wanted to put 
Mr. Ranald’s name on the death list. That death list! A very 
different one had served at last. He thought dully, ‘It was Peng 
Liu who betrayed us.” Then he drew emptiness resolutely about 
him again, Peng Liu did not matter. Miss Maitland and Mr. Ranald 
were doubtless teaching their classes as usual, except that certain 
seats were empty, ... Was En-lan dead? He would never know. 

The launch was puffing through the smooth bright water. Sud- 
denly across the sunshine a slanting rain fell, silver and cool. 

“Regular Nagasaki weather,” an American voice said. 

“Gives ’em the most glorious gardens in the world,” another 
answerecf. 

Above them the cloud had stretched a dark arm toward the sun. 
In a moment it was gone and the rain stopped. The launch was 
at the dock now, and among them all I-wan stepped off. The land 
rocked a moment under his feet. He stood looking around him. 
Then he saw a young Japanese in western dress come to him, and 
he heard his voice, speaking Chinese, strongly accented, “Is it Wu 
I-wan?” 

“Yes, if you please,” I-wan answered, “I am that humble one.’’ 

“I am Mr. Muraki’s son,” the young man answered, “Bunji, by 
name. My father invites you to our house.” 

He smiled, his teeth white and his eyes pleasant. He took off his 
hat and his stiff black hair stood up about his square face like a 
circular brush. 

“I say,” he said suddenly, “shall we speak English? It’s easier 
for me, though I speak it badly, too.” 

“Yes,” I-wan replied, “if you like.” 

To himself he thought, climbing into a small motor car with this 
Bunji Muraki, that he never wanted to speak his own tongue again. 
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He wanted to cut off Ms- whole life and begin from this moment 
He would dream no more world dreams -and hope for nothing and 
trust no one. He would live from moment to moment, never think- 
ing beyond. In such a mood he seated himself beside Bunji Muraki 
and allowed himself to be driven away. 

They stopped before a thatch-roofed gate in a low brick wall 
Bunji opened the door of the car and leaped out He moved with 
an angular sharp precision, as if his muscles had been drilled to a 
count of one, two, three, four. 

'We live here,” he said, his white teeth shining again in a smile. 
Then he reached for I-wan’s bag. 

‘‘No, don’t — 111 take it,” I-wan said. 

— ^no, I — ” Bunji protested. 

They ended by carrying it between them for a few steps until at 
the gate a stooped old man in a short-skirted cotton coat took it 
from them. 

“He is our gardener,” Bunji said. “Let him have it ” 

He led the way through a garden laid out in a landscape of 
miniature hills and lakes. A tiny red-varnished footbridge carried 
them over a stream and the path led them around a curve where 
at the far end they could see the house. It was a low-roofed building 
whose white-papered lattices gleamed through the dark-leafed flow- 
ering trees. Everything in the garden was so perfect, that it was 
impossible not to be diverted by it. There was not a leaf upon the 
moss planted under the trees, not a rock out of place in the stream 
tinkling in little artificial waterfalls. 

“My father’s garden is quite famous,” Benji said. He pointed 
ahead. “There is my father now*” 

I-wan saw in the distance a slender old man in a silk kimono 
of silver gray, standing under an early flowering cherry tree. He had 
pulled a small branch downward and was looking at the buds. 
As they drew near he turned. 

“Hah!” he said to his son, “yoti are here!” He spoke in Japanese, 
But when Bunji said, “This is our guest,” he said in a stiff old- 
fashioned Chinese, sudh as he might have learned from, books, “In 
if|i|s;J^tdeLouse, Ae. son! of. ihy. old, friend is welcome beyond any 
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world set’ right, we must fight the Japanese and get back what 'they 
have taken from us/' Ever since the Twenty-one Demands it was 
one's duty to hate the Japanese and to talk of war one day to come- 
But he could not hate this old gentle man. His skin was a pale gold 
beneath his silver-white hair, but his eyes were black and young- 
He was so small that I-wan looked down upon him as he might a 
child.'Who could dislike him? 

"It is very kind of you to accept me* I do not deserve it,” he 
replied* * 

"'Hah — ^ybur father is my friend, and all we have is yours," Mr. 
Muraki said. He was still clinging to the branch. "Tou see,” he said, 
""the cherry trees are about to bloom. You have come at just the 
moment. In six days all Japan will be in blossom.” 

"‘My father lives for this each spring” Bunji said to I-wan, **and 
then he lives for the chrysanthemums in the autumn.” 

They stood a moment, half awkwardly. Mr, Muraki was smiling 
a little at his son. 

""Hah,” he said with his soft, indrawing breath, ""you had better 
allow him to go in and refresh himself, Bunji.” 

He nodded and turned to the tree, dismissing them. 

‘"My father is retired,” Bunji said. He was leading the way again. 
""My two brothers are heads now of his business.” 

“And you?” I-wan asked. 

“Oh, I am a clerk there, only,” Bunji laughed. ""I see to packing 
and billing. It is import and export business,” 

They were at a wide door, and two pretty servant girls fluttered 
out in brightly flowered cotton kimonos. Bunji stopped and thrust 
out one foot. One of the girls dropped to her knees and began 
unlacing his leather shoe, I-wan had heard of this, and when the 
other knelt at his foot, he, too, tried not to feel it strange to have 
women there serving him. He felt his shoes drawn off and Hs feet 
slipped into soft straw slippers. Then he followed Bunji up the 
steps into the house. He had never seen one like it. There were 
many rooms, only partly shut off from each other by the white- 
papered lattices, which were screens. It was like stepping into a 
huge clean honeycomb. There was the smell of the clean matting 
on whidh they walked, the fragrance of unpainted woods. And 
; ' thrt>ngh a}! the open rooms floated the airy fragrance of^lie 
comipg into spring* , ■ ■ ' ; '' • , 
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father likes to live entirely in the oM-fashioned Japanese 
way/* Bnnji said, "'So — ^you see*— but in your room we have put a 
chair. In my room, too. My married brother^ Shio^ howevei'j has 
. chairs in each room in his house in Yokohama. He is quite mod* 
em!*’ 

Bunji laughed loudly and I*wan smiled. Within himself he still 
felt complete quiet. Moment by momenty that was how he wanted 
to live now. He found this moment amusing, but nothing could 
excite him, however strange, 

"'Here is your room,” Bunji said. "It is next to mine— %ee, it opens 
on the garden!” 

He drew a latticed screen aside, and I-wan saw a small square 
room. There was no bed, nothing but a bamboo armchair and table 
and in a recess a scroll upon which was written a poem, and 
beneath it a branch of budding hawthorn in a green vase. There 
was no other decoration, until Bunji slid another screen away, and 
there was a corner of the garden. The wall was only a few feet 
away, but a dwarfed maple tree grew against it, its buds scarlet, 
and beneath was a small pool scarcely two feet square, and beside 
it a rock. 

"No one will come here except the gardeners,” Bunji Said. "It is 
quite your own. And when you are ready to sleep, clap your hands 
and a maidservant will spread your quilts on the mats. Our midday 
meal will be ready in half an hour and a maidservant will bring 
you water to wash yourself* I will come back.” He put out his hand 
in a quick foreign fashion and Twan put out his and they shook 
hands. 

He sat down when Bunji was gone and looked about him. The 
house was still. Everything was so still. He could hear the soft 
sibilance of distant sliding screens, and a low murmuring voice 
somewhere not near. The house was ordered, like the garden. 
There was no dust anywhere. The bit of garden seemed a part of 
the house. The few feet of grass were green and clipped, lying like 
a carpet where the polished floor of the room stopped. He felt 
wrapped about in peace. Life here was planned. There were light” 
n^ss and clarity and absolute cleanliness, and in spite of fragility 
' , a feeling of long-settled stability. Precisely this life had been lived 

; s ‘ here; for generations, 

f/' * "m; ’Ide\w.as;gl^d he had come* He had no plans now n£ Ms own. 
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Perhaps he never would have .again. Why plan, when hopes 
plans could disappear in a night, as i£ they were mists? He felt 
very tired and he sat down on the edge of the floor, his feet upon 
the grass, and sat gazing at the water, his mind empty and his 
heart still. 

At last he heard someone cough beyond the screen, and he called 
‘"Come!” and then Bunji came in wearing a soft dark silk kimono. 
He looked entirely another person, gentler and somehow more the 
son of Mr. Muraki. On his arm he carried a dark purple length 
of silk. 

‘1 thought you might like to put this on,” he said. 

He held up the garment and I- wan saw it was another kimono. 
But he did not want to put it on. 

‘If you will not count it rudeness,” he said, “I wiE put on one of 
my own robes.” 

“Do,” Bunji replied. “I thought only to rid you of the stiff western 
clothes. Good for business but not for pleasure!” He laughed. Then 
he turned to look into the garden while I-wan put on the robe of 
blue silk he had brought with him. The last time he had worn a 
robe had been in his own home. 

“Now,” he said, “I am ready ” 

Bunji turned. They stood, two young men, looking alike in their 
darkness of hair and eyes, and yet so different. I-wan was taller 
by half a head than Bunji, and his body was more slender, his face 
more oval, his hands and feet more delicate. But Bunji’s body was 
the more powerful and strong, 

“In reality,” Bunji said, “our clothing is no-t so different. What 
I wear is the ancient dress of your people. You wear their modern 
dress. Ah, I have not seen it! Is it comfortable? Yes, I see it is. 
It fits you closely, and the sleeves are not so wide. That is what I 
dislike-— our wide sleeves. But of course our dress is very pretty on 
the girls. Wait until you see my sister. She is a moga — ^that is, a 
modern girl — at heart, but at home my father will not allow it. 
I, too, think she is not so pretty in western dress. Come on — youYe 
hungry. Vm always hungry!” 

He ended everything with a laugh, this Bunji, Now he led the 
way to a large square room, facing the main garden. At the door 
he paused and bowed to his parents who were already there, 

. ’ this i$T"Wan,”^' he;said. ' ■ 
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I-wan bowed to Madame Moraki He tliougbt^ have never 
seen anyone so bcantifnL” She did not look at all like his own 
plump mother. She was very slight and her face was sad and her 
eyes were full of a strange dead patience. Yet although she was 
more than fifty and her pompadoiired hair was gray, her face was 
smooth and she wore a faintly purple robe of plain heavy silk. 
When she bowed her little body seemed to crumple at the waist 
over the wide sash of deeper purple satin. Then she straightened 
herself like a flower after wind. 

'TIah/" she breathed, am so glad you are come! Will you sit 
down? And forgive my poor English, since I shamefully never 
learned Chinese.” 

‘‘I hope I can learn Japanese quickly,” I-wan said. "Then I may 
speak in your language, Madame,” 

"Hah!” she answered softly, smiling. It was assent and echo. 

They sat down upon the silvery mats about a low table, facing 
the garden. There was no decoration in this room either, except 
for latticed screens and a scroll in a recess and a long low dish of 
narcissus in flower beneath it. The air was cool and fresh and the 
whole atmosphere light and quietly gay. A rosy young girl came 
in with a tray of bowls. No one spoke to her. She set a bowl before 
each of them and went away. As soon as she had gone Bunji burst 
into such laughter that his parents smiled. 

"That is my sister,” he cried. "She is shy and she won’t eat with 
us today. But she will get over it ” 

"Shall I speak to your sister?” Twan asked, smiling. "Is it your 
custom?” To be courteous he had not looked at the young 
girl. 

Madame Muraki in her soft voice spoke a few words I-wan could 
not understand. Bunji translated, "My mother says, ‘Wait until 
afterwards. She will come in again.’ Her name is Tama ” 

But she did not come again. Bunji laughed again when a maid 
brought in the next course of fish. 

-knew we would 'tdl you who she was, so she doesn’t 

coineuii again.”- - ^ ' 

^ ' Th4f'‘ laughed togetl^cr Yh^u, and I-wan suddenly felt at peace. 

was nothing to remember. The^ 
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cacy of fragrance in every room. It was all open and dean and 
everybody laughed easily as though they were untroubled. 

''Can you eat our poor food?'" Madame Muraki asked him, 
like everything/' I-wan said. Then he blushed because he had 
spoken, perhaps, too warmly. 

"Hah/" Mr. Muraki said, "that is the way the young should feel." 

Mr. and Mrs. Muraki smiled again gently and he felt himself 
liked. It was pleasant. 

And though there was little talk, no one felt ill at ease. It was 
as if each person knew exactly what he should do and did it. The 
meal proceeded to its end of bowls of rice, dipped from a lac- 
quered container, and then tea, and after that Madame Muraki 
folded herself into a bow like a butterfly closing its wings, and 
went away. As though he were prepared for it, Bunji looked toward 
his father, and Mr. Muraki said to I-wan, "Your father has written 
me that he wishes you to learn our business. If you like, I have 
planned this for you—that you spend half your time at die busi- 
ness. In the morning you will have a place beside Bunji. Bunji will 
help you. In the afternoon you may study or play."' 

"I am grateful,” I-wan replied. Yes, he was very glad to have 
his life taken out of his own hands and planned for him, hour by 
hour. That was the way he wished to live now, 

Mr. Muraki rose. "Then it is arranged,” he said. "If you are not 
happy you will tell me.” It was half question, half command, but 
wholly kind. 

I-wan said, "But I am sure I shall be happy, sir ” 

"I like all my house to be happy,” Mr. Muraki murmured. He 
went toward the garden, hesitated, and then he murmured again, 
"Those irises — they should be trimmed. They are excessive.” He 
stepped down upon the moss and turned the corner and was gone. 

"Now,” Bunji said, his eyes shining with mischief, "Tama will 
come in. How shall you behave to her, I-wan? As a mobo— that 
is, a modern boy— or as an old-fashioned young man?” 

I-wan felt half alarmed and half shy. 

"What will she like?” he asked. But he could not somehow feel 
excited about this young girl. She had not even lifted her head when 
she came in. ' ■ ‘ ■ 

"No, I wonk tell you,” Bunji; replied. "You shall judge for your- 
self., Only let us be talking.”' ► V’’' ■/ , -v'-'- ■’ ' ■ ' 
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They were silent a moment^'and then Bnnji exploded again into 
laughter. 

“What shall we talk about?’" he asked. 

"1 can’t thinks” I-wan replied, unable, too, to keep firorn. laugh- 
ing at Bunji. 

“Oh, how silly we are!” Bunji said, wiping his eyes. “Now, let us 
be dignified.” 

“Will she like that?” I-wan asked. His heart was dancing, too, 
with the nonsense. He had iiot felt so pleasantly foolish since he 
and Peony used to tease each other long before he had ever heard 
die name of revolution. 

“Hush,” Bunji replied. “I hear her.” He raised his voice a little 
and sobered his face. “The question of foreign exchange,” he began, 
“is in itself extremely serious. You see how it is. When we accept a 
large wholesale order, say from the United States, we must insure 
ourselves against a drop in the exchange which might nullify all 
profit.” 

The screen slid and Tama was there, hesitating. I-wan looked 
up. He saw a girl in a rose-coiored kimono, her feet in Japanese 
shoes and spotless white stockings. Around her waist was a gold 
brocade sash. But her hair was not done in the shining oiled Jap- 
anese pompadour. It was drawn back smoothly from her round 
and pink-cheeked face, and it was not oiled at all. It lay soft and 
straight about her head and was fastened into a knot at the neck. 
She bowed a crumpled butterfly bow exactly as her mother had 
done. Madame Muraki’s head always drooped, but after she had 
bowed Tama stood upright. 

Then she said in English, “Bunji, please?” 

“This is my sister, Tama,” Bunji said, his eyes dancing. “And this, 
Tama, is I-wan.” 

I-wan stood up to bow. But Tama came forward, her hand out- 
stretched. 

“We shake hands, yes?” she said in a soft rushing impulsive 
voice, “Bunji told me you were a mobo— yes? I also like to be new, 
though my father does not wish it. I attend the University of 

' He 'took her small firm hand in his and shook > it and let it fall 
quicklprvi^te did 'not seem :Shy now. But he was shy. He did not, 
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look at her face as she seated herself beside the table gracefully 
and felt the teapot. 

‘‘Now we will have some hot tea together/’ she said cosily. “What 
were you saying, Bunji? I never heard you talk about exchange 
before!” 

They all laughed again. 

*'You see how she is,” Bunji said to I»waa. ‘'Only you must 
understand she is two girls, Tama is. Before our parents she is 
very propeh and so shy — ” 

“Bunji 1” she murmured. “You mustn’t — 

“And the other Tama,” Bunji said remorselessly, “is a moga, 
bold and brazen, liking to talk to young men at die university — ” 

“I’m not — I do not!” she cried. “Don’t believe him!” 

“I shall believe only what you tell me yourself,” I-wan said, “no 
one else!” 

He was charmed by this gaiety and by this pretty girl, at once 
blushing and natural, and for the moment he forgot everything 
else. He had never sat in a room like this with a young girl — 
except Peony, who was only a bondmaid. 

“I am so lucky,” he blurted out. “I feel myself very lucky to 
have come’ to your home. I can’t tell you how unhappy I was— I 
thought nothing could be any good. Just this morning I thought 
that. And now just being in this house has made me feel happier.” 

They listened with an air of delicate understanding. Tama sighed. 

“I know — sometimes I also — am quite overcome widi melam 
choly. But not for long.” 

“I should think no one could be melancholy here,” Twan said. 

He saw the other two look at each other in a common thought. 
Bunji answered him, his face more dioughtful than I-wan had 
yet seen it. 

“In this house,” he said, “it is true—we are very fortunate. Don’t 
you think we are, Tama?” 

Tama nodded. “Yes,” she agreed. Then she added, “But I think 
women are never so fortunate in any house as men are” 

“You are far more fortunate than most,” Bunji replied. “You 
are lucky to be the only daughter. You are a petted child, Tama.” 

“That is why I am melancholy/* Tarna said, sighing. 

' No one spoke for a second. Some 'sort .of shadow, indeed) seemed 
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not go. So we do all the business here except the actual selling in 
the shops/’ 

They entered a door. Inside it’ the 'building was very clean and 
very ugly. It was all cement. On the cement floors were no mats or 
any coverings and die cement walls were bare except for a few 
maps. In a huge room twenty men worked at desks in complete 
silence. All were in western dress. 

‘'Our accountants and bookkeepers,” Bunji said, "Here is my 
ofSce. Your desk will be here for a while. But first I must take you 
to my elder brother, Akio,” 

He tapped at a closed door and listened. 

"Enter,” a deep voice called. 

Bunji opened the door wide. 

"Akio, this is Wu Ewan,” he said. 

A man in Japanese dress sat at a low desk. He was the only man 
in the building whom I-wan had seen who was not in western 
business dress, except the runners in coolie garb. He looked up 
without smiling and nodded, and I-wan saw a strange, melan- 
choly, intense face. The temples were sunken and the cheekbones 
high, and the mouth was exquisite and sad. He did not look in 
the least like Bunji. 

"Come in, please,” he said in English. "I am sorry I cannot speak 
Chinese. But you will soon learn Japanese,” 

His voice had resonance, as though it were full of echoes. 

"I hope so, sir,” I-wan replied. 

"Undoubtedly,” Akio murmured. 

They stood there for a moment, uncertainly, 

"Shall I — show him his desk?” Bunji asked. 

"Yes, that will be best,” Akio replied. And then, as though he 
feared he had been discourteous, He rose and bowed. "I hope every- 
thing will be as you like it,” he said vaguely, 

"I think it is already,” I-wan replied. 

But Akio seemed not to hear. He sat down again, his eyes curi- 
ously without light. 

"Come,” Bunji said, and they went on and he closed the door. 
When they were walking down the corridor again, he sighed and . 
'Said’ in ‘a low voice, "My brother -Ws a trouble-^he and my father 
dt>;; not agree, 'Someday when .you know better, ^ BE tell 
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he said nothing. Certainly 
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the records. At first he tlioughtj, “This will be stupid” And then 
he forgot himself in the descriptions, minutely made, of all that 
passed through the house of Muraki — ^paintings and silks, fine 
furniture and porcelains, embroideries and ivories and filigreed 
silver and cloisonne, bronzes and lacquers and rugs. It was like a 
great fi-sh net, this business, scattered far and drawn together with 
all its gathered richness into this building, the riches to be sorted 
and sold and sent away. He grew curious and looked rapidly 
through dne book after the other to see the direction. The net was 
cast over India and China and the South Seas, and the goods flowed 
out again to the West, and especially to America. He read, his eyes 
sorting out the Chinese names he knew— Canton ivory, Canton 
black wood and teak, Canton silver and jade, blue kingfisher’s 
feathers from Foochow, ancient Fukien paintings and images, pot- 
teries from Kiangsi and Szechuan curiosities, and scrolls from 
Peking, from the imperial palaces. 

He was astounded. “How can they get these things?” he won- 
dered. Who sold the imperial scrolls? They were national treasures 
and could not be sold. He thought, “When I know Bunji better, 
I will ask him.” 

He felt'inclignant somehow. And yet he could hot justly blame 
the house of Muraki. They paid for what they bought, even if they 
sold for great profit. He was about to look up the matter of profits, 
when Bunji said, “I-wan, it is time to go home. You have sat for 
three hours without getting up. Has it been interesting?” 

“I forgot the time,” I-wan said. 

He looked up. It was true. The lengthening rays of sunlight 
were shining over the sea. They walked back together and entered 
the garden. In the distance he saw a girl dressed in blue, standing 
upon a footbridge across a small pool. She was gazing into the water- 

“Tama is back before us,” Bunji remarked. He called, but she 
did not hear. “Ah, well,” he said comfortably, “she’s dreaming about 
something.” 

He led the way into the house and I-wan followed. His heart 
grew lighter again, inexplicably, and he went to his room and 
stretched himself out upon the mats and lay gazing into his tiny 
garden. Every pebble in it was perfectly placed. The little rill of 
water was guided over a fliat rock to fall with its^ small exact music 
into the .miniature pool. It was so small and yet it continued to 
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give^ Iq its proportion of one thing to another, the effect of a larger 
nature. He lay, idly thinking of it. 

It was strange how in a few hours he felt he could call this 
place home. There was a close security here into which he longed 
to fit himself. It was a fairy world — not his dream, but exquisite 
enough if one gave up one’s own huge dreaming. And he had 
given up* 

This room of his became a refuge to him. He thought of it 
pleasurably as he worked at his desk. At the end of the clay he 
went to it and stayed there, happy and alone. He had begun to 
buy a few books, such books as he had never read before, poems 
and novels in English. In the small second-hand bookshop where 
he found them he never looked for such books as he and Endan 
used to read. But indeed they were not there. The shopkeeper would 
have been afraid to sell them, since they were forbidden. 

And so instead of these I-wan now read for the first time in his 
life stories of love and passion openly given and taken. He lay on 
the mats in his room, and read and paused to look out into his 
garden and think of what he read. There were other worlds than 
those he had dreamed of with En-lan, He thought of I-kb. But I-ko 
could not think of such love as was to be found in these books, 
love so pure and powerful He was enchanted with the books. 

And then, one summer’s day, not knowing why, he felt restless. 
He had been four months in Japan and he was used to the shape 
of the days. Now on this day it was almost time for the evening 
meal, and he rose and changed his clothing and went into the 
dining room. 

Someone was there arranging flowers in a vase — woman. She 
turned, and he saw it was Tama.. 

"'"Ah, I am too early!” he stammered in a sweat of horror. She 
would think he had come early on purpose to intrude himself upon 
her while she was alone. In ail these weeks he had never come upon 
her alone. He backed away, awkwardly. 

' ' never mind/’' she-said qiiicikly/^Why,' should we be afraid?” 

She was quite at her ease, he' thought, amazed, so much more 
than he was. What could they talk about alone? He could think of 

tdmagiae. fie- 


iiad never iti Iiis life really talked with a girl, except Peony, and 
he could not count Peony. 

She thrust a budded fruit branch into a tall green vase and ar- 

“How beautiful it , is!'’ he murmured. 

. She took a pair of scissors and clipped off a twig or . two. 

"*We are taught all such things, we Japanese girls,” she answered. 
Then she added, half pouting, ^"But no one teaches me the tilings 
I really want to know,” 

He was about to ask her, “What things?” when a screen slid back 
and Mr. Muraki came in and looked at them, 

“Hah!” he breathed softly, astonished. 

She bowed to him, a quick half-willful little bow, and nodded 
at the flowers. 

“Is this right. Father?” she asked. 

' Mr, Muraki’s face changed. He forgot his astonishment He 
seized the scissors and began clipping twigs sharply while they 
stood and watched. When he had finished he had reduced the 
spreading blossoms to a design of bare branch, spare and grotesque, 
upon which a few flowers hung like exquisite ornaments. * 

“Hah!” he sighed, his eyes full of peace. “That is as it should 
be — no exuberance, Tama. It is the rule of art, and of life.” 

It was all nothing, I-wan told himself that night when he came 
back to his own room again — k was less than a moment. But it had 
been long enough for him to feel his heart beat hard with something 
he had not felt before — something shy and sweet. He laughed at 
himself, too, when he remembered it 

“It’s those love stories,” he thought. “I read too much ” 

And yet, there the content was. It stayed and it made him more 
nearly content to go on as he was. 

Yes, this content pervaded his days and made everything pleasur- 
able. He did not connect it with Tama, but still to know that she 
was part of the life in this house somehow deepened his content 

. with it. . . , . ■ ; , • , . : ' 

He seldom' ;saw,'her 5 ,and neyer. again alone, 'and he would not 
; have SO' viokt<^,;h0S|)itaHty as to try to. see,, her. She spent the whole 
; of' every: day at her- school, and ofom he ajad3‘tinjl Mr,.]Muraki 
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And so the months moved smoothly into each other toward 

y well now, having seen it in summer and autumn and at it! 
most beautiful under soft, quickly melting snow. Instead of the 
crowded swe» of Shanghai here were dean mrrow Idt™ 
Mowng the contours of the rocky hilh,. tvindiug into briS^^ 

or'tteyZe^t ZZarTrSZ ^nZ’ 'V"^’ 

where, i^opie went their way and drere was's^” aZr^ 

He had to confess a good many things to himself Certain W rl^; 
^untry very dean, much dea„e,“than hia Z ^3 
beggars and no very poor. Or was it rh-,t ki 
still clean? A cotton kimono flowered like the sprin^cifSl 
a few cents. No one looked poor and no one loffked% T ? 
rich went barefoot in their wooden shoes if the day were "mild^One 

bovn Two restaurant 

of ^ ^ speeding past knocked each other so that the dishes 
of food which they carried in baskets on their heads M m 1 

£00°"^’ it would hive 

XhlS’fhS-.fcl'"”' ““ O'- 

Ht is my fault,” said one. 

“No, no-I can’t allow that; the fault waa mine," said the other 

'‘meZSrZ'ft'^ «ptvLgte^ sZ Triesw 

SeTX;it?Zn‘‘ 

wasneo mmseli. Ihcn he went to the ofiice. 

n the afternoon, two or three times a week as snrino- 
agan, he went with Bunji; to. a^ bathhouse and they bftheTL a 

Pflt a, uy,^ leaving and mrubbed -n 
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and water by a man who threw buckets of water upon them. In 
the pool there were women too, and I-wan at first could not bear 
this. He said to Bunji, couldn’t be like this in any other country.’^ 
y:. -.Bueji'. opened'' his.' 'eyes. ' 

'Why?” he asked, “A gentleman does not look at a lady in her 
bath. If I should look at a woman here she would take it as an 
insult.” 

I-wan said nothing. They were strange, these people. They. must 
be very Strong and good and far above common flesh, he thought, 
able to control these warm rushing feelings which somehow- 
troubled him now more than ever, now that his old inner absorption 
%vas gone. 

And yet, there was Akio. Akio came and went as quietly each 
day as though he did not belong in his father’s house. At the eve- 
ning meal he was always there, punctilious, silent, answering only 
questions put to him but never speaking first. But months passed 
before Bunji told him about Akio. 

Then he said in a calm voice, “Akio fell in love with a courtesan, 
and my father is angry because, he wants to marry her. Akio is so 
stubborn — ^it is nearly five years since it happened. My father en- 
gaged him long ago to the daughter of a friend. So it is embar- 
rassing to him now. But Akio will not hear of any wife but Sumie. 
Well, Sumie is a good woman for her place, but not to come into 
our home. I think my father is right. It is time for Akio to marry. 
But he will not. It is ridiculous. , . , 

“I tell you this,” Bunji went on, “because you must not mind 
if Akio is melancholy and pays no attention to you. He pays 
attention to any of us. It is so strange when he is painstaking and 
good In the business and obedient to my father in everything else, 
that he will not marry.” 

“Have you seen her?” I-wan asked. Love— Akio in love! Yes, 
Akio would be able to love as it was done in books. 

“Yes,” Bunji replied, “She is good enough for her position. But I 
don’t know much about that. Although I am old enough I have not 
yet begun that sort of thing. It takes time and money. Also I am a 
mobo, and many mobos don’t. Perhaps 111 marry a moga and she 
wouldn’t like it. Old-fashioned women don’t mind, of course.” He 
laughed. “That’s why my father is so angry at Akio. His betrothed 
is not moga. It is a ,disg:race; for-hcr that Akio wiE not iiparty/* 
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sfter that day. when I-wan saw Akio’s quiet face 
and sad eyes, he thought of what Bunji had told him He felt 
som Jow fascinated by Akio, nearer to him, and yet further, too, 
for Akio was not m this world. In this house there was a strange 
union of rigor and relenting. Akio maintained his own way in\ 

T ^ moment, at least that any other eye 

viewldTnr^'! failed between him and his father. Each 

y Idtd and did not yield and would never yield. What6ver had 
been said was said and needed not to be said again. Life went on as 

W-cla* 

As for I-wan, even with content he could not of course fill 
at once the great emptiness of his inner life. Not even all the new- 

feTafi his could do it, and there were times when he 

elt all hjs reading and dreaming only increased his inner want. 

with large 

1 with En-lan, his part in the revolution his 

hope m Chiang Kai-shek, the leader-and all these had biTi 
away together. He could not even think of En-lan as aHve He 
searched himself superstitiously, asking himself if he had" anv 
pmmonitions now about En-lan. But there was nothing, afd Z 
noting he took to mean that En-lan must be dead. 

ven Peony had perhaps been swept into that death. The papers 
here m Nagasaki were full of stories of the purge. There were^no 

WkS h” b ?■ rf y<»>"E and wonen were 

Shoutd K A ? himscli; he too 

should be dead. He had been saved only by his father’s povver 

Aat powr which he had so despised because it was the power of 
money. He had betrayed, against his will, the revolution a^ he had 
ten betrayed. Wte of ttee prendre, he htd maHo ,h; S 
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?hT 2l to each other that after all 

th^had known there was nothing for them, 
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faced with it. What was there, to dream about any more outside of 
books? And ^¥hat could hope mean again? 

He would never, he felt, hope for anything very much for him- 
self. He read his father’s letters with a strange sadness, as though 
they ivere written long ago by one dead. They came regularly, 
once a month, but nothing in them seemed real, though his father 
said everything was coming back to what it had been. Business was 
improving quickly, now that it could be sure the new government 
was to make no great changes. Credit was established abroad. 
Foreigners -were anxious to make loans for reconstruction. The 
radicals were in full flight. Indemnities had now been arranged 
and paid for the few foreigners killed accidentally in the fighting at 
Nanking a year ago. All was being stabilized; the old peace and 
order would soon be restored. The family was as usual. Fko was 
still in Germany. He had arranged wisely that I-ko could procure 
funds only through the military school he attended. His mother 
was lonely without her sons, but they were grateful to have them 
alive when so many young men were dead. His grandfatlier was in 
excellent health. Only his grandmother was disturbed because they 
could find no one to take Peony’s place. The servant girls were idle 
and impudent now. As for I-wan, he was to learn business and some 
day his father would intercede personally with the government to 
allow him to return. Only he must be sure that I-wan was first cured 
of his radical ideas. 

He folded the letters and tore them up small and threw them 
away, 

*1 do not wish to return,” he wrote his father. ‘T like this country 
well enough.” 

Well, he would be a good business man at least. At the beginning 
of his second year he began working all day, as Bunji did, taking 
only the holidays that all clerks were allowed. Mr. Muraki said one 
night at the dinner table, have written your father how well 
you do.” He bowed in thanks, and felt someone looking at him. 
Tama was there that night. Across the table she was looking at 
him, and now he noticed her clear black eyes. She looked away, 
and he went on thinking with difficulty. He did not hate his father 
now. . • ' ' . ‘ 

No, his father and Mn Muraki,. ^ ..he was ' coming to see, "were- 
perhaps right. For^ nothing made Mr.- Muraki more angry than any- ’ 
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thing at all communistic. When he saw in the papers that the gov- 
ernment had arrested some student as a communist,, he drew his 
breath in through his teeth. **Dreamers!” Mr. Miiraki would mut- 
ter. *'As if anything can be accomplished by dreams!’' Perhaps he 
and Eii-Ian had been wrong. And yet the thought gave I-wan no 
comfort. It increased rather the isolation of his spirit to distrust 
the reality of that upon which he had once put his life. But he 
could make nothing of it and at last he tried to think no more. He 
settled himself steadily into tiie pattern of his days. They made^ 
he told himself, a sort of life. 

All life, I-wan told himself now in the steady round of his days, 
went on as it was. If one struggled against it, it was not life that 
broke, but he. Sometimes in the solitude of his work or in his hours 
of reading and walking, for there w^ere many solitary hours in his 
life in this quiet house, it seemed to him that all that had been until 
he came here was something he had dreamed and never done. 

And his father’s letters kept coming. Everything was as it had 
been, his father always, wrote. Chiang Kai-shek was a man of 
great sense and he had cut off all the revolutionists, and they would 
be driven into the interior and not allowed to come into the pros- 
perous river cities, certainly not into Shanghai. The bankers, there- 
fore, were solidly for the new government. Everything was turning 
out well and far better than it had been hoped, because this man 
Chiang, with his strange power over the people^ had chosen the way 
of wisdom rather than of folly. 

Three or four times I-wan had said to Bunji, ought not to 
live on here forever. It has been two years. I ought to find some 
rooms outside.” Each time Bunji cried out against this and told 
Mr. Muraki, so that Mr. Muraki made an opportunity to see I-wan 
and say in his delicate quiet fashion, “Do not leave my house. I like 
to have my friend’s son in my house.” 

So through two winters I-wan had stayed on. He had waked 
■ many mornings to see from his warm quilts snow in his bit of 
garden, soft thick snow that looked scarcely cold. The sea mists 
kept back ice and sharp frosts, and when snow fell it clung where 
it lay, jDqelting slowly underneath upon the warm earth. The paper- 
lattited house which was so cool in summer could be warm, too, 
iti Winter? ,In his_ room there a $'ort of shallow pit $mak into the 
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floor and into the pit was put a pot or cauldron of red coalsj covered 
with ash, and over it a frame, and over this a thichly-stuifed quilt, 
and here he sat in the evenings when he and Bunji did not go out 
to some place for pleasure, his legs and his whole body warm and 
comforted. Sometimes Bunji came in and thrust his legs under the 
quilt, too, and they read or talked together. Sometimes in the main 
room where a large pot of coals was burned, they all sat under 
the big quilt as though around a table. Only Tama was still not 
often there. She had always, she said, to study, since this was her 
last year at the girls’ school. 

But sometimes she came, and on such evenings I-wan sat quietly, 
much more quietly than when she was not there. He did not look 
her in the face, but he saw her, somehow, between his looking here 
and there as Mr. Muraki or Bunji talked. She never sat by him. 
That he knew she could not do. She sat by her mother, her eyes 
bright and rebellious under her quietness and her cheeks red with 
the warmth. He knew now she was pretty, though he dared not 
look at her. In all this seeming freedom there was no real freedom^ 
He had now learned that, too. Mr. Muraki might take off his gar- 
ments before them and put on others in the presence of them all. 
But he turned his face to the wall ‘first and when he did this he put 
a curtain between himself and everyone. Maidservant or family, 
they all turned their own faces away from him. 

So also with Tama. She came and went as she liked, or so it 
seemed, but now I-wan knew, with none having told him, that if 
by one word or movement he let it be seen that he thought her 
free for him to speak to or to touch, he must leave this house, where 
he, too, came and went freely, only as long as he took no freedom 
for himself. 

Then in the early summer of that year Tama left school. No 
one spoke of it to I-wan, but thvere she was, always at home. In the 
mornings she had been used to put on a straight plain foreign 
dress before she went to school. Now all day long she wore her 
own soft Japanese dress. It had been that when I-wan came back 
from work she was never there, since she seldom left school before 
nightfall. Now she was always there when he came home, not 
waiting or even where he could meet her. 

But he knew she was there. He saw her sometimes in the garden, 
cutting a branch from a flowering free, or he saw her arranging 
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a ¥ase or a picture in the alcove o£ a room. I£ they met in passing, 
she smiled at him, he imagined, a little sadly. Certainly she looked 
gentler now that she went to school no more, and she was quieter 
than she had been. He was glad she was in the house, but he did 
not know why she seemed so quiet. No one said anything to him. 
It was as though it were taken to be none of his business w’'hether 
^Tama went to school or stayed at home. And it was none of his 
business. But he could not keep from blurting out to Bunji when 
they left the house together one rainy day, ‘‘Why does Tama seem 
changed now that she has finished school?’’ 

Bunji, splashing through the mud, did not stop. “She is at home 
now,” he said carelessly, “preparing for marriage.” 

“For marriage !’M-wan repeated, “Is she going to be married?” 

He had not thought of Tama’s marrying. But she would be 
married, of course — she was almost his owni age, though she looked 
so young. 

“Oh, nothing is decided,” Bunji replied. The wind had caught 
his black cotton foreign umbrella and he was struggling with it. “It 
is our way when a girl has had enough school, to keep her at home 
to get ready for marriage— you know, cooking, sewing, arranging 
flow^ers, making tea, music— everything, in fact, about a hoflse and a 
husband.” He jerked his umbrella down and folded it and let the 
rain splash in his face, “What an umbrella!” he remarked. “The 
old-fashioned oiled paper ones are better after all”, 

“Tama is to be married?” Twan asked, his mouth suddenly dry* 

“Of course,” Bunji replied. “But not for some time. She has a 
great deal to learn, you know-^specially about men. That’s the 
trouble with a moga. She doesn’t really know men. Take Sumie 
— now she makes Akio perfectly happy. She’s content to do it — 
it’s what she wants. But Tama has a lot of moga ideas — she’ll have 
to forget them before she’s. ready to marry, my father says. She’E 
take lessons, probably, from some good old retired geisha girl. 
It’s part of the training.” 

To this I-wan listened with a horror which amazed him. What 
was this to him? And yet it seemed to him intolerable that Tama 
must give herself up to nothing .but the amusing and solacing of 
. dnc'man'^ some man— what ;.fhan? He mow perceived that though 
, hiC saw het’tlrnost' never, yet she .was a part, of the life of this house? 

, si'nd so 'of hfedife^ He ’thought of /herhound" pretty face and 'pleasant 
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ways which until now he had not. known he noticed. Now he kn.ew 
he noticed everything about her. 

*‘Are you sure she isn’t — engaged?’’ he asked, knowing he ought 
not to ask it, that even Bunji would feel it ought not to be asked. 

‘It is not my affair,” Bunji replied. Then he turned in the 
street to look at I-w^an. The rain was streaming down his big jSat 
face, over his upturned collar and down his oilcloth cape. ‘‘I’ll tell 
you this, though, I-wan. You are like our brother. My father wants 
her to marry General Seki.” 

Now I-wan had lived here long enough to know this General 
Seki. He was known to everyone on the island, for Kyushu was 
his native place and they were all proud of him, though no one 
thought of loving him. He was a man past middle age, whose 
wife had died two years before, and he had given her a mighty 
funeral. I-wan had seen the funeral procession soon after his 
coming. Everyone had seen it since there had never been such 
a procession before in the city. General Seki, had been driven 
slowly at the head of it in a motor car, covered with rosettes and 
streamers of coarse cotton cloth. He $at as squat and thick as a 
bullfrog, his shaven head sunk into his collar, his breast covered 
with ribbons and decorations. Everyone stared at him, while 
behind him in a smaller car came a little pot carried in an old 
maidservant’s arms. In the pot was a handful of human ash. This 
had once been his faithful wife. 

“I don’t think young girls should marry old fat men,” I-wan 
muttered, remembering all this*. He felt sick. Tama learning how 
to amuse and care for that old fat man! 

“General Seki is my father’s old friend,” Bunji replied. Then he 
laughed. “Don’t think about such things, I-wan!” he cried. “It does 
no good. Don’t let love be important — ^look at Akio!” 

“I’m not thinking of love,” I-wan said slowly, “I’m thinking of 
, Tama ” ' 

And then for the first time he thought, what if they were the 
same thing? But it had not occurred to him really to love Tama 
until this moment. 

He did not, of course, love her^ he told himself. Had he not lived 
in the same house now with her for more than two years without 
^ hhlnkiiag of it? Whenever he saw. her he looked at her secretly 
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to convince himself of this. All through the summer he told him- 
self that she was too short, that her shoulders were square and her 
lips too full She was not even so pretty as Peony. 

No, but there was this difference. He had not wanted to touch 
Peony. But Tama he longed to touch. Day after day when he 
looked at her he forgot to see tlie faults of her face, her hands, her 
body, and he longed only to touch her. Her eyes w’ere so pure in 
their clear black and white, her too full lips so red. 

It seemed once he had thought of her that there wa^ nothing 
else in the world about which to think. His work, a book he read, 
ail that he did seemed useless beside this c]iiestion to which he now 
leaped: did he love Tama? At first he let it be a matter to be 
balanced and weighed. He could love Tama or not love her. If 
he loved her, then he must ask to marry her. Marriage — that was 
serious. To marry Tama — but why not marry her? He never 
wanted to go home. He could make his home here in this pleasant 
country where he had been so kindly cared for. He and Tama 
would make a new home. 

He began dreaming. Suppose it were for him that Tama was 
preparing? When he thought of this, everything changed. If it 
were for him, then of course it was quite right that Tarna should 
leave school and learn how to cook and to place flowers with mean- 
ing and how to play the lute and how to make love to her husband. 
He saw, off in the clouds somewhere, a little new house and him- 
self and Tama there. 

His father would not like it at first But then perhaps he would, 
since he and Mr. Muraki were old friends. Mr. Muraki was always 
speaking of his father, *‘A strong man — a fine man,^’ he murmured 
when he spoke of Mr, Wu. ‘The sort of man China needs — ^that 
any country needs — friend to Japan.'" 

Mr. Muraki might be glad to have the son of such a man for 
his own son-indaw. As for Tama, he was indignant that she should 
even think it possible to marry General Seki, But no, of course she 
did not think it possible. Perhaps she did not even know of it. But 
the danger was that she might think it her duty. She was so strange 
a mixture of willfulness and duty. 

All through the summer and into the autumn I-waa argued 
with himself. Sometimes he was sure he loved Tama and then he 
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made up his mind firmly that he would speak to Mr. Muraki him- 
self about Tama, in the new modern fashion, but then whenever 
he saw Mr. Muraki he knew he could never do this. There was 
such fearful dignity in that small old figure. To be too bold would 
be to spoil ail And how could he speak at all when he did not 
know Tama’s own heart? To her he might be only repulsive. He 
felt sometimes, staring at himself in the small mirror in his room, 
that he must be repulsive. His face was too long and always pale. 
He did not get enough exercise. He did not love to walk as Bunji 
did, but he must walk more. And then, shrinking from himself, 
he was not sure, after all, that he loved her— if she did not love 
him, certainly tlien he would not love her. But whether he would 
let himself love Tama or not, he thought finally, he must at least 
let Tama know that she ought not to marry General Seki. He 
would find some chance time in which at least to tell her that, and 
once he had told her, he would feel eased. 

But such chance was not easy to find. He saw her, it had seemed, 
so easily, in such glimpses here and there, and yet when he tried 
to speak to her about a private thing, there was no privacy. Some- 
how a maidservant was suddenly there, or Madame Muraki seemed 
by chance to be passing and she stopped to speak pleasantly, and 
when she went she always took Tama with her, for a special need. 
Or he saw her when the whole family was there, and she was always 
the first to excuse herself. 

It seemed all accident, but after weeks of trying to speak to her 
even a moment alone he perceived that there was no accident in 
all this. They did not want Tama to speak with him alone. He felt 
hot for a moment. Was he not to be trusted? And yet nothing was 
changed. Everyone was to him as ever, and he could not be sure he 
had not imagined they did not want him to speak to Tama. 

Then one afternoon when he came in, he saw her bending over 
a rock at the edge of a pool in the garden. It was already cold again, 
and there was thin ice on the water. He went to her quickly. Now 
he could catch her alone. He would waste no second of time. 

'1 want to tell you — ” he stammered. He could speak Japanese 
very well now — “I have been trying to tell you — 

She looked up at him, her dark eyes full of surprise, her hands 
still upon ’ the ' s^nc she was. arranging in the thin ice. She should 
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I ^’you "Tama, doa’,. 

Before he could say another word he saw Madame Murahi 
Aawl over her shoulders, coming toward them from th7 K ’ 
more nearly hurrying than he had ever seen her. He was abourto 
go away, and then he stood still Why should he go? He was 
doing nothing wrong. And Tama, seeing her mothl" ! 

s": wlr^' one sentehce Wore 

Do you not think I shall marry whom I nleasei^” xj 

:z cs - a,: 

quickly once, twice, three times, about something. He went on to 
h s room, laughing a little, and greatly comforted over nothin^ £ 

^ 

i- it.-h made 

taking off his hat He smded A 

k , ™ ®™ded and remembered her face as she 

tamed above the pool. She ,vaa not really pretty. He codd aerthT 
ae war not pretty with Peony', invariably exq„i,i°rr,rSfll 

awe“;“‘r SL'JvrT!^“‘- ~, 

plain color, and .i,h. ford”" at„T nlw ,h"'da“r4L° tS 

wasn't there, to marriaie? pf LdT ™ prettine,,. ' 

talked about daughters-lLat^ ^ 

prto ii a curre to everyone, even “ 

Jt ' ' ’ ' ' , ' A', a o' ' ' . . c'; ’ ' , ‘ . 
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Tama underneatli all prettiiiess, ■ sometlimg he could trust— if ht 
loved her* 

Was he truly in love, or not? How did he know? He wanted to 
be with her— was tliat not love? He would like to come home and 
find her there — that was love, wasn’t it? 

'!£ I could be alone with her even for one hour,” he thought, 
*1 would know.” 

But there was not the least chance of such a thing. She was like 
a bird fastened to a length of invisible thread, flying, ^ it seemed, 
hither and tliither. But there was always the length of the diread 
to which she was tied. 

He rose abruptly and took off his hat and coat and lit his 
Japanese pipe. He had only recently begun to smoke a pipe. It was, 
he had heard Mr. Muraki say, a calming tiling. He stepped down 
into the bit of garden outside his room and stood looking down 
into the basin of the small clear pool. Everything about it was 
fresh and neat as always. He took this for granted. But now he 
saw someone had scrubbed the stones since the rain last night. 
They had been picked up, washed, and put back again. .He took 
one up out of its frame of thin frosty ice and looked at it. Even 
the underside was clean. Only a few grains of the wet sand in 
which it was set clung to it. He put it back carefully. In diis house 
it would be known if so much as the position of a small stone were 
changed. He would wait, he decided. He would wait until he knew 
his own heart and Tama’s, 


want to climb a mountain,” Bunji said suddenly on one day 
of spring, looking up from his desk. “Why not? We have not tad 
a holiday since the New Year. My legs are growing soft.” 

I-wan was used to these sudden moods of Bunji’s. For weeks and 
months Bunji worked as though there were nothing in his life but 
work. And then one day, without any warning, he would put down 
his pen and pound his desk with his fists. 

“A mountain climb,” he declared in exactly the same way each 
time. _ ' • . . ’ 

I-wan looked at him and smiled. It had taken a long time for 
him to learn to climb with Bunji eveii after he had made up his 
mind to do it. Those bowed crahlike legs of Bunji’s, so ludicrous 
puttees and leather boots, were able- to’damber up rough • 
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S'hcT* ^ however he 

faitn r ^ along in Hs crooked 

fasbon to pause on a rock high above him and wlit 

xnr said decidedly, “the azaleas will be in bloom 

he addprl^° Unzen.” He paused and grinned at I-wan and then 

m d if f Tama with 

us shall we? She used to go xvith me always before you came” 

I-wan felt for his pipe. He must not show excitement IfTwere 
between his teeth he could occupy his hands with it. He tould Ibht 
It and seem busy witli it. - 

“Will she come.?” he asked coolly. He had lived so many months 
now waiting that he could control his voice, his eyes. ^ 

I don t know,’ Bunji said. He glanced at I-wan, his eves full of 
easing, t depends on whether she thinks it worth while ” hwan 

^ ;r "“■» - 's 

“You mean-” I-wan could not keep from asking, 

Bunji shrugged. “My father,” he said simply. 

Uh, I-wan murmured. 

“™ “* ”Vw.,. Sh. ca do 

He suddenly began to laugh loudly. 

forlT ’’S'”.’"’? 'Wh he knew. 

Seki-:h°.WV?’ "I don’t like Generf 

wi'Zt : '» "■his.Ie 

witnout a tunc. They went back to work without speakin<r apain 

But this, I-wan thought, bending above the invoices! this must be 

nSe afl fV would be 

mtolcrable if Tama did not come with them. If she did not come 

tojr f “Of feel well He 

would stay m his room, and perhaps, somehow if he werTt Jh! 

W with her a whole day-^But'she migLT;! 

He worked steadily on. There was nothing he could do or sav 

0 make tomorrow. She would come or she would not No what 

r “t- h snigta tain. Rain 

, na, Stop Bunji, but .it laght stop a girl. He rcaUy knew 
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very little about Tama. Was she the sort of girl who would go up 
a mountain whether it rained or not, if she decided to go? 

He became obsessed with the possibility of rain. It seemed to 
him that all these three years in the Muraki house he had been 
only waiting for this one day, which was tomorrow. After his work 
he went and walked along the sea. It was from the sea that the 
rains came — that is, if they did not come from the mountains. He 
stared up at the mountains. Sea or mountains, at least now there 
were no clquds. He went home, for the moment calmer. 

But in the night he woke convinced' that he heard rain on the 
roof. He dashed to the edge of the garden. There was no rain. 
The spring moonlight filled the tiny space and what he had heard 
was only the ceaseless trill of the tiny waterfall, translated by his 
dread into rain in his dreams; He sighed enormously and went 
back to bed. 

Yet when he saw her in the morning he felt that all the time he 
had known she would come. She looked sweet and familiar, as he 
had often seen her. She was still wearing her own dress, but it was 
a cotton one, flowered in blue and white like a peasant girl’s. From 
its crossed folds on her bosom her neck rose creamy soft, and her 
face was a warm rose when she saw him and her eyes were full of 
pleasure. 

“She wants to come,” he thought, and this excited him so he 
could not speak. But she was calm enough after their greetings 
were given, and then he grew calm, too. After all, they were old 
friends, having lived so long in this house together. 

“Where are the sticks, Bunji?” she asked. *‘And here is our 
lunch, and some cloth soles to put over our leather shoes so we 
won’t slip on the rocks.” 

They set off, like any two brothers and a sister, and all of I-wan’s 
thoughts of her during the last few days seemed now foolish and 
unreal. She was too healthy and natural and free to be in love with 
him. Girls in love — he remembered against his will things I-ko had 
told him about girls in love. She was not thinking of him at all. 

For a moment he was cast down by this. She ought not, if she 
loved him, to look so gay and healthy. 

, , 'But it was irnpossibie to 'beTong'. cast’ down on such a day. The. 
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farmers were in their fields at work and called as they walked past, 
and children ran out to laugh at them, and the green hills were 
bright with smi shine. 

*‘Tbere has not been such a day in all tliese years since I came to 
Japan/* I-waii declared. 

’ *‘Tliere are not many such days, even in Japan/’ Tama said, ""nor, 
I think, in the world.” 

It was such a day when everything they saw seemed right and 
beautiful and fitted to the clear windless sunshine. And they passed 
scene after scene like pictures, each lovelier than the last. It w^as 
still early morning, and they had passed the fields and were at the 
foothills. Then they reached a certain point where the road took a 
sudden turn inward, and there was a small stream splashing down 
into a pool, and in the pool a country girl stood bathing herself. 
She was naked, and the water was about her ankles, and she was 
laving herself, her long black hair knotted upon her head. I-wan 
saw her unexpectedly and he looked her straight in the eyes before 
he could stop himself. But though he was instantly ashamed for her, 
he saw not the slightest shame in her wide dark gaze. She looked 
at them in most innocent wonder and called out a spring greeting. 
Bunji did not speak, but Tama called back to her. 

Then the girl cried, ""Where are you going?” 

And Tama called back, ""To the hot springs!” 

""Ids a fine day for that,” the girl replied. 

They went on, then, and now I-wan was ashamed before Tama. 
But Tama said with much pleasure, “How pretty she was, standing 
to her ankles in the clear water and her skin all wet!” 

‘"Yes, she was,” Bunji agreed. 

Then to I-wan, this, too, became beautiful and fitted to the day, 
although not to be wholly comprehended. 

So by noon they reached the top of the mountain, and there was 
an inn and in the inn the hot-spring baths. I-wan thought to him- 
self, “If Tama bathes with us — He thought of the pretty naked 
peasant girl. At that instant he found himself possessed by his 
imagination. It came like a rush of music heard when no music 
) iWas, expected, and he felt his^lace grow hot. He wanted Tama to 
; bathe 'with them and he did ;not^ He could not ask Bunji ^ word. 

'did ;not ‘-answer, hfe chatteringw/Tmna had waved to’ them and' 

' /gone i one 'way 'and;he and,I3un|hanotk^jt* If he 'shtiuld sec-- Tama! 
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in that great pool of steaming water, so clear that it was blue, and 
sparkling with silvery bubbles as it flawed from the earth, it would 
be the most beautiful sight on earth. He wanted tO' see it, and he 
was afraid, too. Could he keep from gazing at her? 

But when he and Bunji came out, scrubbed and wet, she was not 
there. They stepped into the pool and Bunji cried out with joy, 
*‘Did you ever feel anydiing like this? Aren’t you light— so light 
and clean?” 

is beyond anything I have ever known,” I-wan said. They 
played in the water like two little boys, splashing and teasing each 
other. Yet inside of I-wan was nothing but intense waiting. 

Tama did not come. When at last they came out and dressed 
themselves and went into the garden, she was there. Her face was 
pink and fresh and her hair wet. 

“Did you have a good bath?” Bunji asked her. 

“Yes,” she replied. “I had a little pool all to myself” 

Yes, that was the way it should be. I-wan was glad it had been 
so. He was relieved now that she had kept herself away from him. 
He xvas, after all, not a Japanese, He felt clean and strong and 
suddenly very happy. And yet he did not know why. There had 
been other days before, days when the sunshine was as bright and 
w’'hen he felt as well and ready to laugh. But today everything 
seemed more perfect than he had ever known it. The mountain air 
was so clear, the little inn so clean, and die old bare-legged man 
who was its keeper so courteous. 

“Amuse yourselves, sirs,” he called, “while I make your dinner 
ready! Those curious rocks I carried up from the sea with my own 
hands.” 

So while they waited for their food to be ready they ran about 
among the rocks in the garden, and exclaimed like children over 
the strange water-washed shapes. Everything was to be laughed at, 
the rock which the water had carved into the lines of a shrewish 
face, the crab in a little pool scuttling to hide when they looked at 
him, and especially all that Bunji said was to be laughed at. And 
every time Tama and I-wan laughed they looked at each other. At 
first their eyes met only to say, “Isn’t he absurd!” But each meeting 
was so pleasant that 1-wan made every chance to look into her 
dark<eyes, and he discoyeredTha?^ when he looked at her, the diy, 
sprang again to its' perfection.." ' 
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Then, a voice called and they went in to eat theit meal* The old 
man had placed a low table near' the edge of the room and they 
seated themselves about it. The old man paused. 

have waited until you came/^ he said, “to finish the decoration 
of the room. Look, if you please!” 

He waited until their eyes were turned toward him. Then he 
drew back the screen. There, like a picture, was a hillside of 
burning maples, their rosy red soft against the clear blue sky. 
Lwan’s eyes leaped to meet Tama’s, and hers were waiting for him. 
Her eyes were not full of laughter now. They were very soft and 
shy. She was beautiful! He felt his heart suddenly move out of its 
place and the blood poured out into his cheeks. He spoke to hide 
it. “You must sit here, Tama,” he said, “where you can see.” He 
pulled the cushion to a place facing the hillside. 

“I will sit wherever you say,” she replied. 

He felt her docile and this made him giddy. Tama was not 
usually like this. She had a clear firm way of doing what she wished 
to do and of arranging even a small thing as she liked. But now 
she knelt upon the cushion. The sight of her smooth black head, 
bent before him as she knelt, sent I-wan into silence. 

Bunji was playing the clown. He seized his chopsticks and pre- 
tended he was famished, holding his bowl and begging for food in 
the way that beggars do. But now I-wan could not laugh. He was 
trembling because of Tama. She knelt there, busying herself with 
the bowls and the cups, smiling, glancing up now and again at 
the hillside. He wanted to think of something to say, a verse to 
quote, or some ancient saying out of all he had learned. But he 
could think of nothing. His mind was empty of everything except 
the way Tama looked at this present moment. He said, stupidly, 
“Isn’t it beautiful, Tama?” 

He thought, “I am so stupid she will hate me. What is the matter 
with me?” For all morning they had all been full of talk. 

But she nodded her head quickly and Joyously, and again their 
eyes met for a deep moment. Then she took his bowl and filled it 
with the hot white rice and handed it to him. He took it with both his 
hands and instantly, the moment was full of meaning between 
them. He did not know what the meaning was, 

, “T^ma~” h^ began. Ahd yvhen he said her name it jeemed to 
^ him'; that 'the -inomient rose like a beautiful rocket into 'the sky and 
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burst into a tliousand stars of light Of course it was she who made 
the clay wonderful, it was she who could make anything wonderful! 
He grew grave with this discovery. He was almost afraid of it. And 
yet, W2is it not for this very certainty that he had so long waited? 

All the way home Bunji bantered him, 

'‘What’s wrong with you, I-wan? You’ve gone as quiet as an 
old man, Tama, the old man of the mountains has bewitched 
him.” 

“Don’t say such things, Bunji,” Tama said, '"There are really 
spirits in the mountains.” 

They were walking quickly down the rocky steps of the path 
hewn into the hillside. Tama was ahead. She had kept ahead ever 
since they left the inn. He was watching her quickly moving feet. 
She put her feet down so surely with every step that she never 
slipped once. Bunji was always slipping on the loose stones. He 
wore the thick clumping soldier’s shoes that he had worn when he 
was in military training. 

“The only good I ever got from all that drill w^as these shoes,” 
he had declared when they set forth in the morning. 

“Bunji, don’t,” Tama had said. “It is the duty of every man 
to be ready to fight for his country.” 

“Ill never fight anybody,” Bunji said stoutly. 

“You will if you^ must,” Tama rejoined practically. And now she 
said there were spirits in the mountains. 

“You don’t believe that, Tama?” I-wan asked. 

She turned and pushed back her tossed hair. The sun and wind 
had burned her face a dusky red. 

“Yes, I do,” she answered, 

“And you call yourself a moga!” Bunji laughed. 

“Yes, I am,” she said. “But I believe in spirits, too.” 

“Then you aren’t a moga,” Bunji insisted. 

“I am—I am!” she cried, running away from them. She ran down 
the steps, her skirts flying, and suddenly Twan ran after her in 
the rich afternoon sunlight. Behind him he could hear Bunji’s 
clumping footsteps. But I-wan’s feet were for this moment as swift 
and sure as Tama’s. He ran, gaining on her with every leap. When 
she saw this she stopped and turned to face him. And he ran flying 
past her, not able to stop, so she put out her hand and he caught 
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^'How you two run!” Bunji panted^ coming up* 

They all laughed again and because they were laughing it seemed 
he could hold Tama*s hand for a moment. He had never touched 
her before. Now^ though they were all laughing, he was only think- 
ing of her hand, how it felt in his, so firm and soft. He remembered 
suddenly Peony, who used -to slip her hand into his sometimes. 
Peony’s hand ivas not in the least like this. It was slight and 
narrow and thin, the palm, hot 'and the fingers quivering. Once he 
had said to Peony, ‘*Your hand inalies me think of that bird I 
caught. It’s trembling,” _ 

■ But Tama’s hand was strong and cool. When he held it, it did 
not fold and crumple. It held his, too. Before he could get the 
whole feeling of it, she drew it away and they all began to run 
once more. Then suddenly they were down the mountain, and there 


was the bus line, and they stood waiting for the bus. 

‘‘Fin hungry again,” Bunji • yawned. “Oh, how my legs ache!” 

“Do yours, Tama?” I-wan. asked. 

She shook her head. '“Fm, used to w’'alking,” she said. Her voice 
was quiet, but she stood alert and buoyant. He could feel her 
brimming ivith a sort of private happiness. 

“Have you liked this day?”, he asked. 

“Yes!” she answered qukklyv" . 

“IPs been the best day of 'my life,” he said. He -waited for her 
to answer. Then when she said -nothing, he asked, “And you?” 

“I don’t know what this- day has been in my life,” she said, “but 
it has not been like any other day ” 

Before he could speak the bus came clanging around the corner 
and they climbed in. And then they were at home again. This 
was home, this house of polished unpainted wood, spreading 
among the pines of its garden. The lights shone pearly through 
the rice paper screens as they came in. 

The day was endt^d. And yet it;could never be ended. He found 
a letter waiting in his room. It was from his father. He did not 
want to read it and he put it aside. It was not for today. For today 
liad;brqtight him 'to the knovrledge' of himself. He loved Tama 
and J^e wanted to marry hen Hovv that lie knew, he wondered at 
lipidity^ and cursed his 'owh slowness. How was it he had not 
m' the vert ' first’ moment-''''he saw her? ' 
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*‘My father/’ Bnoji said the next day, angry with Tama/® 

I-wan, at his desk, was still in the dream of yesterday. In the 
night he had waked once to hear rain pattering on the roof. Let 
it rain, he thought, lying in the darkness. It did net matter tonight. 
'‘She hears it, too,” he thought, and listening in deep content, he 
had gone to sleep. When he woke, the tiny garden of his room was 
green and dripping wdth freshness. ‘‘She sees it, too,” he thought. 
He could scarcely wait until he saw her. 

He could not ask about her. That would have been to be rude. 
“She is tired and sleeping,” he thought. He saw Tama, sun-flushed, 
asleep in the soft flowery quilts. There was still a little slanting 
rain when he and Bunji left the house, and a maid, bowing deeply, 
handed them wide umbrellas of oiled paper. The dream of yester- 
day still held. He must make his plans now. He must go about 
asking Mr. Muraki — not himself, but by someone as a go-between. 

He had been pondering as he sat at his desk whether or not he 
should tell Bunji, when Bunji spoke. I-wan looked up, startled, at 
Tama’s name, 

“Angry with Tama?” he repeated. 

“Yes,” Bunji said. “But I expected it, you know.” The abacus 
was clacking under his fingers and he was jotting down figures. 

“He is not pleased that she went with us yesterday,” Bunji went 
on, “He scolded her, too — ^hah, how he scolded last night!” Bunji’s 
eyes danced. “I can laugh this morning, but I didn’t laugh last night. 
He said I should know better, too,” He pursed his lips. “I know 
what he meant,” he added. 

“What?” I-wan asked. He felt himself grow hot. 

“He is determined now that Tama shall marry General SeK,” 
Bunji said, and added, “Seki says he will wait no longer.” 

I-wan’s head began to grow dizzy. 

“But she won’t marry him in a thousand years,” Bunji said 
gently. He rattled thousands off and put them down. “Those little 
ivory toys we sent to America — ” he said, “fifteen thousand of 
them/^ , ' , / 

“She won’t marry him?’^' Twan repeated. His mouth was, dry. ,, 

; “Oh, it’s an old story,” Bunji said. “None of us like it. My mother;' 
doesn’t like 'it,' -even, but being an old-fashioned woman she ^ can’t" 
say so. She has, merely postponed it tinae , after time. When* my ; 


126 - TliE'PATEIOT ! 

father begins to say^ ‘Now positively, we must decide this thing,* 
she always thinks of something. She ■ says, ‘Oh, I’m very busy now 
— ^all the heirlooms must be cleaned, so let us wait until next 
month,’ But it’s getting harder.” 

“Next month!” I-wan whispered. 

“Oh, Tama will never do it — she will kill herself first, of course,” 
Bunji said cheerfully. “We ail know that, but my father won’t 
believe it. Under all that gentle look of his, he is so stubborn. But 
she is as stubborn as he, and that he can’t believe.” ^ 

Bunji opened a drawer and drew out another ledger. 

“You mean— all this 'is going on— and you — ” I-wan stam- 
mered. 

“Love difficulties are very common now,” Bunji said, laughing. 
“In these times almost any young person has love difficulties. The 
old want their way — ^and the young want love. Only I!” He burst 
into fresh laughter. “I have no troubles, I am not in love.” 

But I-wan could not laugh with him, for once. 

“Why does this— Seki — ^want Tama, of all women?” he asked. 

“Oh, he’s a man of power and money,” Bunji answered, clack- 
ing his abacus. “Samurai stock — ^like my father — ^Japan’s honor 
and all that. He wants a young wife who will give him sons. Tama 
is so healthy — that’s why he wants her. And my father says it will 
help the country — old Seki’s blood and Tama’s health. The old 
ones worship the country, I can tell you — and the Emperor.” 

“Do you think — I-wan began in a whisper. 

“I don’t think,” Bunji said quickly. “I tell you, I-wan, I don’t 
think about anything. It doesn’t pay. When I was in school some 
of the fellows took to thinking and I never saw them again. One 
day soldiers marched in — ^they were Seki’s soldiers, too — and 
marched them off, Seki won’t have any thinking going on in this 
prefect where he lives. So I made up my mind to enjoy my life ” 

I-wan thought it did not seem there could be anything under 
the spectacled, rather stupid looking faces of the students he passed 
every day upon the streets. 

“Do you mean there are revolutionists here?” he asked. 

“Hush!” Bunji cried under his breath. “Don’t speak that word! 
-Someope might hear you!” 

The dpor was ‘shut, but he went to it and opened ^ it and looked 
^ out. No was even passing, _ ; ' 
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*1 don’t talk about such things,” he said hurriedly, “I don’t listen 
to it. I have my work to do.” 

He went back and began to work determinedly and I-wan 
turned back to his books dazed. His thoughts whirled about in 
his head. He got up suddenly, trying to think of an excuse to 
go back to the house to see Tama—to tell her — ^why had he 
not said something more to her yesterday? But he had been 
so happy that he had forgotten everything else. He felt com- 
pelled to to Bunji. “Bunji, can I — will you help me to see 
her — today r I must see her — ” 

Bunji looked up. “Tama?” he asked. “My father ordered her 
to stay in her own room for three days.” 

“Three days!” I-wan repeated. He could not see Tama for three 
days! 

“Once before he made her stay in for three days,” Bunji said, 
“There was a time last winter she told him that she would marry 
Seki in order not to be disobedient to her father, but that she would 
stab herself afterwards. He had to believe her and he punished her 
because he was so angry,” 

“That was the time you said she was ill,” I-wati cried. There 
had been such a time, he now remembered. 

“Yes, that was it,” Bunji said. “Tama does not disobey in small 
things — only in great ones, like refusing to be Seki’s wife.” 

The door opened and Akio came in. He looked tired and sad, 
as he almost always did. 

“Here is a letter from that Paris dealer,” he said to Bunji. “He 
complains that the black wood stands to the Han pottery horses were 
crushed in shipment. Did you pack them as I told you to do?” 

“In rice straw, chopped,” Bunji said, leaping to his feet, 

“I told you to wrap them first in shredded satin paper,” Akio 
said. 

“I forgot that,” Bunji said, struck with horror. 

“Ah,” Akio said, “I thought so — ^we must replace them. It 
will cost hundreds of yen.” 

“I could shoot myself,” Bunji said in a low voice. “I am a perfect 
{jood-for-nothingl” 

“You laugh too much,” Akio said. 

He went out. and shut the door, Bunji sat down and l#H6i 
his head on his hand. “111 never be worth anything,” he ^aid 
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contritely, ""I’m' always forgetting, the important thing, Akio told 
me— and probably I was thinking ■ about something else.” 

“Do you think I could see Tama somehow?” I-waa asked 
abruptly. 

Bunji stared at him. 

“What’s that?” he asked. 

“I must see her/’ Bwan repeated. 

“What for?” Bunji asked> astonished. 

I-wan did not answer. He looked at Bunji steadily, feeling tlie 
blood rise up in his neck, into his cheeks. Bunji stared at him. 

“You don’t — you aren’t— not really — ” he stammered. 

“I know I arn,” I-wan said. 

Bunji’s mouth fell ajar. Then he began to laugh suddenly and 
loudly. ‘ I-wan waited. 

“Wliy do you laugh?” he asked coldly. 

“Oh — it’s funny,” Bunji gasped. “It’s very funny! Our house 
— ^a nest of love tangles — Akio — ^Tama — you — poor old father mixed 
up in it all — trying to — ^to — ^be the dictator — ” 

“It’s not funny/’ I-wan said coldly. He waited for Bunji to be 
quiet 

“Well,” Bunji said, “if you want to hurry on the Seki business, 
try to see Tama, that’s all.” 

I-wan hesitated, but Bunji’s look discouraged everything he 
wanted to say. 

Beyond his window he could see the long roll of the sea, gray 
this morning under a gray sky. He would have to think. . . . But 
though he thought all day, he came to no conclusion except this 
— that now certainly he was in love with Tama. 


They were . in the dining room doing exactly what they did 
every night; yet it was all different because they were different 
toward each other. I-wan felt them different to him. Even Bunji 
seemed withdrawn. The night meal had been strange and quiet, 
Madame Muraki excused herself early. And then Akio rose to go, 
“Akio, have you finished the monthly inventories?” Mr. Muraki 
asked sharply. He had said jtiothing all evening. Because the night 
was ;Coq1 .arid wet he had com'i^anded a small open brazier to be 
filled with coals and he sat smoking a short bamboo pipe. 
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''Yes-, Father/’ Akio said quietly* They looked at each other, 
father and son, a long steady look. Mr* Muraki looked away. 

"Very ■well,” he said, and Akio went out. 

Then I-wan and Bunji were, left alone with him. Usually Twan 
liked to heat Mr. Muraki talk, or if he were quiet and did not 
talk, merely to see him sitting quietly, as he smoked was pleasant 
He had looked until now a figure of goodness. But tonight I-wao 
was confused by him. This gentledooking old man had made his 
love a prisoner. Somewhere in this house, in her own home, Tania 
was locked '^up. No, there were no locks on these doors. The 
screens w-ould be open to the garden. But for Tama they were 
locked by her father’s command . as surely as though a bolt had 
been drawn. Then suddenly Mr, Muraki spoke. 

“Bunji, go to your room,” he said. “I want to talk with I-wan. 
I have a message from his father,” 

Bunji, startled, glanced at I-wan. But there w^as nothing he 
could do except to bow and go away, so I-wan was left alone with 
this old man. His heart began to beat swiftly. 

He thought, watching the composed aging face, “I need not be 
afraid of him.” But he was somehow afraid. This face was* so 
sure, so carven in determination to maintain its own life, the life 
it knew. It would never be aware of any other life. He had 
thought for a moment that he might speak directly to Mr. 
Muraki, Now he put this thought away. He must approach him 
in the ways the old man knew, or he would have no chance at 
all. Again he must wait. He sat motionless in silence. 

“Your father is pleased with your progress,” Mr. Muraki said 
slowly. “I told him you were doing well.” He paused, seemingly 
to light his pipe again with a fragment of hot coal which he 
picked up with small brass tongs. 

“Thank you, sir,” I-wan said. 

“Your father writes me,” Mr. Muraki went on, “that there is 
great improvement in China. The revolutionary elements are 
purged. The communists are driven into the inner provinces. Order 
-:is quite restored/’, , ■ . 

, I-wan did not answer. He. was- not sure whether Mr, Muraki 
• knew why his father had sent him abroad. , , ’ 

l^'drder will always prevail/’, Mr, -'Muraki went on’ in his eveiir 
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old voice, *lt is what the ybimg must learn-— not desire^ not will- 
fulness,, not impetuous wishes for— for anything. These must be 
checked. There is the course of right order which must be rigidly 
followed.—” Then in a moment he added, * — for the good of all ” ' . 
He cleared his throat and said a little more loudly, “Therefore,' 
since you have done very well, I-wan, and have learned so much ' 
here, I have decided to send you to Yokohama, to help my son 
Shio* in our offices there. It is time you learned the rest of the 
business. Besides, there is a good university in Yokohama, and 
you may want to study a little more. You will live not in Shio's 
house, but in the hostel where the other young clerks livo” 

“Yes, sir,” I-wan whispered. He wanted to cry aloud, “I know 
what you mean — you want to send me away from Tama!” He 
wanted even to cry out, “Why should we not marry?” 

But he could not say one word. There was such dignity in this 
erect old figure sitting beside the brazier that he could only murmur 
his assent — ^for the moment, his assent. ^ 

“Since I always do at once what I have decided upon at length,” 

Mr. Muraki said, “you will leave tomorrow. It happens that Akio 
is going to Yokohama on his usual monthly trip to consult with 
his brother. Have you ever been in an airplane?” Mr. Muraki 
lifted his eyebrows at I-wan. . rj 

' “No, sir,” I-wan muttered. Tomorrow! _ ' i:|| 

'“Ah,” said Mr. Muraki, “then it will amuse you to fly. The ,,'i 
Japanese planes are excellent. So — ^hah!” 

His soft final ejaculation was a dismissal. He nodded, and ‘ 
I-wan hesitated. He should express thanks of some sort, but he i 
could not. Thanks would choke him. | 

“Good night, sir,” he said. ’ i 

“Good night,” Mr. Muraki' said. ■ I 

Outside, the door Bunji was waiting for him* ;! 

“What did he say?” he inquired. i 

am to go to ' Yokohama,” I-wan answered. They looked at ' 5 ;| 
, each other. ’ , ■ ' 

“I thought something would happen,” Bunji said. “The minute 
I came in tonight I knew by the feel in the house — everything was 
so promptly and exactly done— ^ven the servants feel it when he 
is ' angry.^^^ Eterybody is ^ afraid -'of him ” ^ ‘ 

I-wab'did not _ answer*' his own father he could rebek- 
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His own country was full of rebellions — children against parents, 
people against governors. China was used to the lawlessness and 
unruliness of people who loved freedom. But here not a leaf could 
grow in a garden where it was not wanted. Ruthless scissors snipped 
and trimmed the least detail to the appointed shape. He began to 
see that the great peace of this house, the exquisite order of every- 
thing, was the result of ruthlessness. 

''What shall we do now?*' Bunji asked. 

"I don’t know. I can’t go to bed — ” 

“It’s raining, or we could walk,” Bunji said. 

“I don’t care for rain,” I-wan answered despairingly. Tama, 
would not be free until day after tomorrow. He would have to 
go away without seeing her. 

“Put on this raincape,” Bunji said. 

They put on the oilcloth capes that hung behind a screen and 
went out into the quiet cool rain. The cobbled streets were empty 
except for a servant maid gone out on an errand, a ricksha hooded 
against the wet. They walked down to the sea, lapping upon the 
cobbles. In the darkness they could hear the roar of surf against 
the breakwater. But it was held back and here in the harbor the 
sea lay as quiet as a pool. 

They had said nothing, but now Bunji spoke suddenly. 

‘Wou wouldn’t think that once a tidal wave rushed over that 
breakwater twenty feet high and came roaring through the harbor, 
crushing great ships together and sweeping the little ones out to 
sea.” 

“Can’t the breakwater hold it?” I-wan asked listlessly. 

“Not when the sea really rises up,” Bunji replied. “Nothing 
can hold back the sea then.” 

“It is hard to believe,” I-wan said dully. 

They went on, seemingly without direction. I-wan felt the rain 
on his face. His hair was wet and he felt a trickle run down his 
neck. But he was thinking, “I shall probably never see her again.” 
He was thinking, “What will become of her?” 

Bunji stopped before a . small square house, set exactly in a 
small square garden. 

i ; “I-wan*—” he- began. ■, ■ ■ . ' • . , . 

I ; “Yes?” I-wan '.answered. , 

iS" Akio’s hou$e/’ Bun|i';s^d. : * _ 
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*Where Siimic lives,” Bunji explained. 

I-waii paused a moment in his endlessly circling thought. Akb, 
that mysterious man, so strange and reserved, as even as a ma- 
chine, lived here. 

‘Would you like to go in?” Bmiji asked. 

‘‘Should we?” I-wan inquired. This was nothing he had ever 
known. Such things were, of course, But not to be recognized. 

“Oh yes,” Biinji said, shaking the rain from his cape. “I often 
come here. Sumie and I are quite good friends. She is a good 
woman. Even my mother has visited her.” 

“As you like,” I-wan said, doubtfully. How would he behave 
before Akio? As for Sumie— old as he was, he had not seen such 
women as she. His father had said to him, “Stay away from 
such women!” That was in some trouble of I-ko’s. But he had 
been interested in the revolution then and had no time for any- 
thing else. ^ And since he had come to Japan— he had not wanted 
Japanese women, tie wanted only Tama. 

Bunji was knocking at a screen. It slid back. 

“Bunji, is it you?” a very soft voice asked in the darkness. 

“I and my Chinese friend,” Bunji replied. A light flashed on 
above their heads, and I-waa saw a short plump woman, no 
longer young, though still very pretty, standing looking out into 
the rain, 

“Come in, come in” she said warmly. She drew Bunji in by 
the sleeve. 

“Oh, how wet you are!” she exclaimed. “Oh, Is this I-wan? 
Akio has told me. I am so glad. Now take off your capes. Oh, 
and your wet shoes! Are your feet wet?” She stooped when Bunji 
kicked off his shoes and felt his feet, “Oh, your feet are wet! 
I have plenty of Akio^s socks here. You must change — oh, you 
naughty boys!” 

She was so warm, so soft, so. natural that she was wholly charm- 

ing. I-wan felt vaguely comforted and for the first time in the 
day his heart lifted. They, followed her into a lighted room, dry 
mipi with a glowing hrmer. There by the brazier* reading 
a.aeii^^^pejr, sat Akio, ' Jt' was .a^n’ Akio that I-wan had never spen* 
,a theetf^l y^io who looked^ ^ to ‘say, “Bunji, come ia. And 
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He stirred himself as though they were guests. 

‘'Siimie, two more cups, please!*’ 

She had gone into the other room and now her soft voice 
called, “Yes, yes! I am bringing everything, so impatient man!” 
Akio laughed. I-wan had never seen him laugh before. 

Ill a moment she came running in, her footsteps noiseless on. the 
deep woven mats, in her hands the wine cups, and over her arm 
two pairs of clean dry socks. Here in the light she was prettier 
than ever in her kimono of deep apricot silk, patterned with white 
pear blossoms. Her hair was still black and dressed in the old 
Japanese butterfly style. Her cheeks were round and her lips soft 
anti red. 

“Now, then, here is everything. You pour them hot sake now, 
Akio — don’t be slow, Akio— and change your socks at once so 
you won’t catch cold, the two of you.” 

In a few minutes they were all sitting about the brazier sipping 
hot sake and feeling warm and secure and free. Yes, there was a 
sort of freedom within these walls, whatever it was. Akio was 
talking, he wdio never talked at home. And Bunji was listening, 
attentively, without laughter. Sumie rose silently and fetched a 
small lacquered box and took out a piece of silk embroidery and 
fitting a thimble ring to her finger, she sat down again a little 
away from them all, and sewed. Every now and again she looked 
at Akio and filled his cup or mended the fire. 

At first I-wan could not talk for feeling this secret life into 
which Bunji had opened the door. The room was Japanese. 
There was not a single touch in it of anything new or western. 
It might have been the home of any middle-class Japanese man — 
a few books in a low case of polished wood set on the floor, a 
simple flowered scroll hung in the alcove and beneath it a red 
lily and two long leaves springing from a bottle-shaped vase. The 
mats on which they sat were shining clean. Akio’s paper was the 
only touch 6f disorder. He had thrown it down when he began 
to talk — to talk, of all things now remote to I-wao, about war. 

Afterwards I-watr could not remember what Akio had , said. 
It did not matter. ' The miracle'' was Akio himself, talking quietly 
and freely in this warmed and lighted room. Inside the mold which 
had thought ;of 'as the mm Akio,’ was 'this other living 'itaan' 
was Akio*:He^$aid;\$o.methiiig. about war and > how focliifh'. 
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it was, and yet how jrnen.mnst sometimes do things which were 
foolish, because it was not possible' for any man to judge except- • 
for himself* 

‘War?” Siimie’s soft voice cried. “We don’t have to fight any- 
body. There is always another way of doing it.” 

Whenever she spoke, Akio paused to listen to what she said, 
and he smiled peacefully as though it did not matter what she 
said so long as he heard her voice. 

“That’s it, Siiniie,” Bunji cried. “When it comes to that, you 
can always do something else. But nobody will want to fight us ” 

Sumie sprang to her feet and took up the sake jug. 

“Now don’t please talk about such things,” she coaxed them. 
“It is evil to speak of them. No, not war! My grandfather was 
killed before I was born, in our war in China, and then we grew so 
poor. Even though we won such a quick victory, he was no part 
of it. When everybody was out on the streets to welcome the 
soldiers home, my grandmother stayed at home and drew the 
screens shut and cried and cried. . . . See, I will sing while you drink! 
It is so nice to be happy!” 

So she fetched a little lute and sat down and sang in a fresh 
pretty voice, a song of snow on plum blossoms. “I learned it in 
the village where I grew up,” she said. I-wan felt quiet and good 
here in this house which Mr. , Murald had forbidden to be. But 
here it was, all the same. 

They said good-by at last and he and Bunji turned homeward. 
All the way I-wan kept thinking of the last moment when he 
saw Sumie bowing at the door. He thought of her smiling sim- 
plicity, her childlike eagerness, and of Akio standing beside her, 
looking so different from the Akio he had known. 

“It’s a shame!” he burst out to Bunji. 

“Yes,” Bunji agreed, “but it can’t be helped.” 

“She is good,” I-wan insisted. 

“Yes,” Bunji agreed again. “We all know that. But^she was not 
fated to be born as Akio’s wife.” 

“Do you believe people are born for each other?” I-wan ashed. 

“Oh, yes,” Bunji said simply, “my mother says so. Not for love, 
of ’epurse--that is 'another matter. But certainly two persons are 
borh dnder 5 certain 'Stars to, be':imn and wife. Then their marriage 
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is successful and good. You .see, that is really Akio's fault. He 
won’t marry the woman who is his fate.” 

*'Do you know who she is?” I-wan asked. 

‘^Oh, yes,” Bu,nji replied. ‘It is the daughter of a friend of my 
father’s. Everybody says she is good and dutiful. But Akio defies 
his fate. My father says that will bring ill luck on us all Oh, it 
was very bad at first, especially because Akio himself is good— my 
father was surprised at his disobedience more than at anything.” 

Home again in the quiet house, they nodded good night, and 
I-wan went to his own room. The screens had been drawn 
against the night. Suddenly he felt shut in by them. He opened 
them. The garden was full of mist, as white and enclosing as a 
screen itself. It shut him in alone. 

He did not know when it was during the night diat he first 
thought of seeing Tama. He had been asleep — no, he had nor 
really been asleep. But suddenly after long lonely hours every- 
thing seemed reasonless and foolish. Only Akio was wise in his 
disobedience to an old man. 

“Why should I not simply go to her?” he asked himself. He 
sat up. Why not? If he saw Tama once, he could go more easily 
to Yokohama. 

The moment he thought of this it became a necessity. He 
knew where her room was, though he had never seen it. It was 
on the other side of the house, beyond the rooms of her parents. 
He knew that Mr. Muraki dreaded the night air. They had talked 
about it once, and Mr, Muraki had said that the night air was 
poisonous, especially to the old. And Tama had cried, “As for me, 
I always open my screens at night!” Madame Muraki had said 
in her even low voice, “Hush,. Tama! It is not suitable for you to 
talk about the night.” Tama had said to him once by chance, 
“Last year on my birthday my father asked me what I wanted, 
and I said, to have for my own the room facing the little water- 
fall So I sleep and wake to the sound of the water, splashing 
Upon rocks.” , . . ■ 

I-wan had thought of her listening to the falling water. Now, 
it occurred to him, in the misty darkness he could, if he stepped 
into the night, be guided toward Tatna by that same sound. Why: 
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E0t? He thought of Akio takiog his own quiet determined way. 
And at the same instant he" knew he must do it. 

He rose and put on his robe and stepped into the garden. The 
grass was soft and wet and. lie trod lightly. There must be no 
footsteps. Mr. Muraki’s screens would be closed. So much would 
' be safe. He crept past them, nevertheless, until he felt the corner 
„.,„,„otihe.li.ouse and turned to the .right and .stood,, hidden .in ...mists,.. ... 
and listened. There was the sound of the waterfall. He could 
hear its steady diikling splash, and he went toward it, Reeling with 
his hands outspread for trees and shrubs. Then he felt stones 
under his feet. That was the path toward the ■waterfall from the 
summer house — now he w^as close. The sound was clear. He 
reached the faU and put out his hand and felt the slight spray 
of it. 

Now he must stand with his back to it and he would be facing 
Tama’s room. There was no light whatever. If she were asleep 
he would have to scratch a little on the lattice to %vaken her. But 
he must take great care to walk in a straight line, lest he miss the 
spot. What if he happened upon Mr. Muraki’s rooni? 

He counted to himself, ’^‘One — ^two — three — ” Now that silly 
goose-step would be of some use to him— goose-stepping helped 
one to walk in a straight line. He lifted each foot high and put 
it down carefully. In his excitement he laughed a little, under his 
breath. This was fun— dangerous fun, perhaps. He looked very 
silly doubtless, if Tama could see him. Lucky there was the mist! 
He felt his foot strike something and he put out his hand. It was 
the wooden edge of the narrow veranda. He felt upward with 
both hands, and, as he thought, the screens were open. 

He was about to scratch on them a little, like a mouse, when 
he thought, *Td better listen again.” 

Yes, tire waterfall was directly behind him. Then this was 
Tama’s room. He scratched on the screen sofdy. The night was 
so still he dared not call or cough. 

What would Tama say.? Now diat he was actually standing 
before her door, he was doubtful of. her. Suppose she would not 
be disobedient at all to her father? She was such a strange mixture 
I' !of' hciw' :ahd old No one 'knew 'when Tama was old-fashioned _ 
iM- ^ Japanese: and when" she was 'ihoga. , ' ^ . 

silent that 
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was as i£ no one were there. Then he heard a long sigh and the 


sound as of a hand flung out in the darkness upon a sleeping 
mat. Perhaps she was asleep. Noj for he heard a wakeful little 
moan, a sigh again, but now made articulate. 

He tapped quickly, little rhythmic taps on the wood. Then he 
waited a rnoment and tapped again. A light flickered palely be- 
hind an inner screen placed about her bed. Behind its thin silk 
he saw tlje shadow of Tama, her long hair flowing behind her. 
She rose frOm her mat on the floor and listened. He tapped, again. 
Now she knew someone was there. He could see her shadow, 
undetermined, move a little away. She would be frightened per- 
haps. 

‘^TamaP’ he said softly, and instantly she was there, holding 
her long robe about her. 

'l-wanP' she whispered, aghast. 

*'Tama,” he begged, '‘I had to — am to be sent to Yokohama — 
tomorrow’', Tama! I don’t know when Fll come back. Bunji told 
me your father was angry with you. How can I go away , like 
that?" 

’’"But you — my father would send you back to China if he found 
'you!" ' , 

‘He won’t find me,” I-wan urged her. “Tama, please — help me!” 

“Help you?” 

“Don’t be Japanese, Tama — diet’s just be us, you and me— such 
good friends! Didn’t we have a good time on the hills? That 
was only yesterday.” 

“Yes— yes— we did—” 

“Tama, I went to see Akio tonight — with Bunji — ^Aldo and 
Sumie. I never admired Akio so much before. It is brave of him 
to love Sumie like that. People ought to be brave when they know 
they are right.” 

Tama was holding back her hair in one hand. She stood, staring 
at him, listening, in her rose-colored sleeping robe. 

“Is it— I don’t know it—” she began.- ^ ^ 

“I won’t come in,” I-wa,a said quickly. “Ill stay here. But come 
40 the edge of 'the garden close to ■ me,, so we can, talk a little. Pkase- 
— I am going away tomorrow!”' 

did not answer# Instead jhe -.made one 'swift movement, and 
:bkw,out the- candl^Ci. ! h.;, f 



vva. uuc. M cncy were discovered, the penalty would he 
f^rfuL Once even in China, he had heard his grandfather sav 
that a sister of his was killed by her father’s orders because she 
was found with her lover— innocently enough, in a garden talk- 
ing. And Mr. Muraki was sterner than anvone in Chba “Tama ’’ 

a 2ft h^A3“ --f “ 

“Don’t— you know- 
to say ‘^Only marry 
It was so enormous a thing to 
there was so much 
fulness. 

After a moment he heard her little whisper at his ear. 

1 don t want to marry anybody.” 

He felt such happiness rush over him ar rlilc tUn* t, , t 
A «ill b«ide her. He leaned ,o her” r, 

"h’frt is this mist.?” he saii choking a little 

ft s like a curtain to hide us.” ^ “• 

“A good spftit sent it,” Tama whispered back. 

Will you let me write to vou?” he i, i 

.:y;i^|fo.buthow-where:^^^^^^^ -ch to 

^.Sumie, she answered. “Sumie.wiU keep them for me I 

k ^ ameUv Ifh.Zu 


marry anybody-” he begged. He wanted 
tne, but he could not, 

say. They were so young, and 
against them. And this was aeain.sr nil 
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‘‘How it all fits together!’’ he cried joyously. “I never thought 
tonight why I went there to Sumie’s, I had planned nothing!” 

“It is fate,” she 'Said solemnly. “There is a fate for us.” 

“I wonder what it is,” he answered. 

“We cannot know,” said Tama, “but it is waiting for us.” 

He wanted to cry out, “I know what it is! It is that we shall 
love each other!” But he could not. 

He had never in his life spoken that word aloud, or indeed 
heard it spoken with the meaning of the love which he now 
felt born in his heart. This was so new a thing, so deep and huge 
in him, that he could not speak of it in the haste of this dangerous 
moment. There must be time to tell of it. It was not a word to 
crowd between second and second, 

“We can’t hurry fate,” she went on, “and we can’t avoid it,” 

“Do you believe, too, in— in two people being born to— to 
marry?” he asked, stammering, 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

They were silent. In the darkness they sat, only shoulder touch- 
ing shoulder. He felt a little shiver down his arm, and into his 
hand and he moved his hand and it touched hers; their hands 
sprang together. 

“Now you must go,” she said, hurrying. “I will write to you, 
too, as soon as you tell me where— and we will meet again— if 
it is our fate.” 

“It is our fate!” he said firmly. 

Their hands clung a little longer. Then she sprang up and a 
second later there was the sound of the screens sliding softly into 
place. Alone he fumbled his way into the mist. 

Well, he could go now, even to Yokohama. ... He was so 
excited he could never sleep. He would ^e awake and think of 
her. . • , Instandy he was asleep. 


He was in the . airplane with Akio, They left Nagasaki in a 
big tri-motored plane. As soon as the inland sea was crossed, Akio 
said, they would change to a small plane. The big one was only 
for safety over the water. From it he now looked down on the 
island of Kyushu. ; 

; ; fTama is there/’ he thought, gazing down into its greenn»' ■ ; . 

T^ :"a!l;'"'gone this;' mqrning: ^ He" had waked/";froOT '* 
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deep and pleasant sleep to find sunlight streaming into his room. 
Last night he had stolen through the mists to Tama, die heaven^ 
sent mists. This morning they needed no mists. Everything was 
clear between them. 

Akio was peering down through glasses. 

"'See that line o£ gray buildings and forts,” he remarked, hand- 
ing Twan the glasses. Looking down, I-waii saw a dotted line 
of forts facing east and south and west. He laughed. 

“You seem to expect enemies from everywhere,” he exclaimed. 

“When a nation is the smaller among larger ones,” Akio said, 
“it must be ready on all sides.” 

"'Surely you don’t expect war!” I-wan exclaimed. 

“I suppose,” Akio said, hesitating, ""we Japanese always expect 
war.” His face grew serious. ‘"At least we have been so taught.” 

I-wan was scarcely listening. He was searching the island with the 
glasses to see if he could find the house. People could still be 
seen — suppose he saw her in the garden! But no, the plane was 
mounting swiftly across the sea. Tama was there, hidden on the 
green island, like a jewel, the jewel of his heart He gave the 
"glasses back to Akio. 

Akio was pleasant this morning* Neither of them spoke of the 
evening before, and yet because of it they knew each other as 
they had not. Akio was really talkative. I-wan, not wanting to 
talk, sat back in his seat by the small window, listening and gaz- 
ing down at the brilliant blue sea. They were so high now that 
a great ship seemed to crawl like a snail on the surface of the 
sea, its wake like a tail behind it. Akio looked through the 
glasses eagerly. 

""That is a warship,” he announced, “a Japanese ship going 
westward—probably to China,” he added. 

■ “To my country?” I-wan asked idly. It seemed now a diing of 
no importance that once En-lan had exclaimed bitterly, "‘Why 
should foreign gunboats come into our waters? We send no such 


such ships ” I-wan had felt compelled to say hon- 
biC'; point” Bidan.'hhd argued. .“We if 
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I-wan, remembering, half-dreaming, thought, "'I wonder if wc 
would. I wonder if having them would make us want to use them.’' 

“Why do you send ships of war to China?” he asked Akio 
aloud. 

‘'To protect our nationals” Akio said, and added;, ‘'At least, 
so we are told.” 

“I am not protected here,” I-wan said, smiling. 

“Ah, but yon are quite safe here ” Akio said. “We treat you 
tvell““we 'treat everyone well — he hesitated and went on, “that 
is, I sometimes think we treat everyone better than we treat our- 
selves. We are veiy harsh with ourselves, we Japanese. We are 
devoured by our sense of duty.” 

But the words scarcely fastened themselves in I-wan’s ears. 
He was thinking, “How pretty she looked last night in the 
candlelight, holding back her hair!” It seemed to him he could 
think forever of the w’ay Tama had looked. 

He fell into a dreaming reverie. He did not mind going away 
— ^very much — ^i£ he could have letters from her and could pour 
himself out in letters to her. They would tell each other more 
in letters, not having the bodily nearness to distract them. la 
letters they could draw mind closer to mind and spirit to spirit. 
. . . The time went quickly while he dreamed like this. Almost 
before he knew it the plane was dropping swiftly upon a crust 
of shore that appeared suddenly ' beneath them. Then in a few 
minutes they were on the ground, and being hurried by sturdy 
blue-coated men into a much smaller plane. Almost instantly they 
were mounting again, but this time flying so low they could see 
the farmers harvesting the yellow rice in the small fields which 
fitted as neatly together as the pieces of a puzzle. 

“This,” Akio said suddenly, “is a convertible scouting plane,” 

“Why so much preparation for war?” I-wan asked. 

“It is our philosophy,” Akio said. 

“Do you want war?” I-wan asked curiously. 

“No,” Akio answered. He hesitated, in his frequent fashion, 
and took off his spectacles and wiped them very clean and put 
; ;them' on again. “I myself am ,a,-, Buddhist,” he said* “I do apt 
hdieye in taking life ” , ■ ' . • ' , ■ ' ; 

J .. yon were ordered to _war,?;”T-wan, asked* 
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have not yet decided/’ Akio answered. He looked so trou- 
bled that I-waii made haste to say, ‘‘There is no need to decide — 
it was a silly question.” 

But Akio said nothing to this. And I-W’^an did not notice his 
silence. He was only making talk. Inside himself he was already 
planning his first letter to Tama. 

If he wrote in Chinese Tama could read it, because classical 
Japanese and Chinese were the same, and Tama wrote beauti- 
fully — ^he had once seen a poem that she wrote on fan with 
delicate clear strokes of a camel’s hair brush. Well, but he would 
not use the old stilted Chinese forms of letter writing. He would 
simply begin straight off, “When I was there so high, soaring up 
in the blue, that was only my body — my heart like a wounded 
bird had never left the threshold of your room.” They must write 
like that, straight out of themselves. , . * 

Then again the plane was drifting like a leaf to the ground, 
and they were over Yokohama. He was shaken out of his dreams. . . . 

Yokohama was a busy, noisy city. There was no quiet garden 
here, no screen-shadowed house. He had found himself hustled 
into a crowded bus and hurried into the city along barren ugly 
streets, to a mushroom-like house of gray cement blocks. 

Their bags were thrown on the sidewalk and he and Akio 
stepped down beside them. A uniformed doorman came and 
picked them up. 

“These are our offices,” Akio said. “Shio will be waiting for us.” 
He followed Akio through the door. 

“I have never seen a building like this ” he said. 
‘Earthquake-proof,” Akio explained. “All Yokohama is earth- 
quake-proof now, since the great earthquake.” 

They went into a bare new office. A young woman met them. 
“Mr. Shio Muraki begs you to be seated,” she said, hissing a 
ittle through her prominent front teeth. She was very ugly, 
thought, in a plain black skirt and a white blouse like a uniform* 
The skirt was too short and showed her thick, curving legs in 
black cotton stockings and heavy wide black leather shoes. But 
her ugly spectacled face was earnest , with her effort to please 

:hS:teeth,::''‘Tteserte:3^ 

.,iid#T^|i^:^:lq:;:^,::Aiuericaii\gender^ 

tjiough Afsy |Vrere guests. But Akiq, SQcmcd 
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quite accustomed to this. He went on: ‘That year I went^to 
America on some business, I forget — ah yes, it was on the matter 
of a gold lacquered screen from the palace in Peking, and the 
American collector in New York wanted it, among other things. 

So I took it over myself. My father was afraid to send so valuable 
a thing. And also there were reasons why he wanted me to leave 
Japan for a while. When I left I stood by the steamer’s rail, look- 
ing back at Yokohama.” He stepped a moment and went on. 
‘‘Sumie had come to see me off. And I watched the skyline as 
long as I could — long after I could not see Sumie, I could see the 
buildings lifting themselves against the sky. There were many 
fine tall buildings.” He lit a cigarette and smoked a moment. “Then 
we had the earthquake. I hurried back. And there was no skyline 
at air 

“No skyline?” I-wan repeated. 

“It was all flat,” Akio said. “Every building was gone. I stared 
and stared, and I could not believe it. But there was nothing. 
Also I had not heard from Sumie— she was to wait in Yokohama.” 

Akio laughed suddenly. 

“But when the ship came near, I saw a small plump woman 
standing among the ruins of the dock. Sumie! Well, I could spare 
the rest!” 

They laughed together. 

“And immediat;gly,” Akio went on, “everybody began to re- 
build.^ So we have our skyline again. We know our fate, we 
Japanese — ^wc are not cowards.” 

The door opened. “Now, if you please,” the young woman said. 

A large American man came out and behind him a small slight 
figure in a gray business suit. That was Shio. He looked like Mr. 
Muraki made young again. 

“All right, Muraki,” the big American was saying in a great 
rumbling voice, “it’s up to you. Seventy-five thousand dollars, 
good U.S. money — ^but you take the risks of breakage.” 

“There will be no breakage,” Shio’s high clear voice declared. 

“Well, that’s your pidgin,” the American said. “G’by, pleasure 
to do business with you, ’m sure—*’ He put out a large red hand 
and Shio laid his small unwilling brown one in it for a second. 
When the door had shut behind the American, Shio wiped his 
half ; secretly, on his handkercKi^. • ' . , ^ | 
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“JHali!” he said to Akio, smiling and showing very white 
teeth under his small black mustache. 

Akio smiled. “This is Wu I-wan,” he said. 

“Hahr* said Shio pleasantly. “My father wrote me about you. 
He spoke very highly. I am sorry I was busy.” 

“It is nothing,” Twan said politely. 

He felt suddenly shy, Shio- was really too much like Mr. Miiraki. 

“Will you come into the office?” Shio said. 

They followed him into a square ugly room with gray cement 
walls and uncomfortable wooden furniture painted yellow, and 
the young woman poured tea for them. But there was no time to 
look about, Shio was unwrapping something on his desk, 

“Look!” he said eagerly. 

It was an ivory figure of the Chinese Goddess of Mercy. She 
stood two feet high, benign and exquisite, her tranquil presence 
diffused from quiet eyes and flowing ivory robes,. She must be 
very old, for the ivory was creamed. 

“Ah,” Akio exclaimed, “at last.” 

“At last,” Shio said. He gazed at the beautiful statue. No one 
spoke. Then Shio said sorrowfully, “If only we could keep her! 
But she is to go to America with the test. A museum has bought 
the collection entire,” 

“The great Li collection from Peking?” Akio asked, surprised. 

Shio nodded. Then he said in a lower voice, “But tell me- 
llow is all in my father’s house?” 

“Weil enough,” Akio answered. He hesitated and I-wan caught 
his eyes looking at him as though he wished I-wan were not there. 
So in decency I-wan took up a newspaper that lay upon a small 
table near him and began to read it, so that he need not hear 
what Akio was now saying to Shio of family matters. 

Then suddenly he heard through all he read, these words: 
^So now he is very angry and he says he will tell General Seki 
that the wedding may take place at once.” 

i words Twan heard and instantly understood. In the 
id confusion of his own being he sat staring at the ivory 
^ppechlcss^ She stood fating tjiem, enigmatic, benevolent,; 

clung ''to her.. She wpis quite helpless, of .cOursq.; 
^ diey ;li|:ed. But in' Japan, in^ 

^ hcf, -ste’ wopld- 'be* 
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herself, tinchanged. '1 am insane/’ he thought^ ''thinking aboBt 
ivory idols, . , , He wants the wedding at once* . . 

“You will go to your room first, and rest/’ Shio was saying 
kindly. 

"Yes, if I may/* I-wan said. His voice sounded thin and far off. 

"Don’t hurry/’ Shio replied. "Have your meaL I want to talk 
with my brother. Tomorrow I will show you your desk. Just now 
of course we are very busy. Treasures are pouring out of North 
China.” ^ 

What, kwaa thought, did that mean? 

"This way, please/’ . the young woman said. He took up his 
bag and followed her across the street toward a long one-story 
gray building. This was the hostel 

"Earthquake-proof,” she said proudly. 

She led him to a desk where a clerk whisked a card catalogue 
to his name. 

' "Room fifty-one/* he said. 

He went to room fifty-one, and opened the door to a small cell 
of a room. There were a bed, a chair, a table, a washbowl standi 
Floor and walls were gray cement. 

He sat down heavily and put his head in his hands. He must 
write to Tama at once. He opened his bag and snatched out the 
paper and pen he had put in this morning. That quiet room 
‘ seemed a thousand miles, a thousand years, away. 

"Tama/’ he began, "I have heard a terrible thing. Akio says- 
He scribbled on and on incoherently, trying to tell her what to do 
— only what could he tell her? "Postpone — ^pretend to be ill, Tama 
—anything. Tama, could you run away? Think of something 
and write me. I can’t sleep or eat until I hear.” 

He sealed it hastily, marked it for air mail, and rushed out to 
the desk to post it. When it was gone, he suddenly felt very faint. 
He must, after all, have something to eat. 

He w^ent into a restaurant and ordered a bean-curd soup and a 
little fish. As he waited he remembered the letter he had planned 
j:; , to write to' Tama, when he was %ing through sunshine over a 

the:.onc/now 

i jjple'riiaps 'oh that very plane on which' he had uothe. this morning! 

|/f/'l^'''^lt''a'''sfmnge''''pr^monirion''that' was'Tke'^ of tcr^rof- 

remembem^ hisTathq: bending; over his bed,4rid shaking 'him 
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omt of his dreams. He felt a$ though now, again, something had 
shaken him from a dream. 


When, he opened his eyes the next morning there was the 
sound of laughter in the. hall outside his room. Young men wxre 
shouting with laughter. He heard them approach his door and 
pass, their laughter growing fainter as they went. A streetcar 
turned and screeched outside the window. He heard a crab 
vendor's call, ‘Tresh crabs from the morning sea!'^ ^ * 

He lay a moment, remembering the mood in which he had 
fallen asleep. His fears had woven themselves into broken dreams 
in which he and Tama seemed always about to meet, and yet he 
never found her. It was all not true, fears or dreams. Everything 
was going to be all right. He could trust her—that soft stubborn- 
ness of hers. 

The sun falling through the bamboo curtains was making little 
dancing waves of light on the wall. He leaped out of bed. He was 
going to work so hard that Shio would tell Mr, Muraki how good 
he was, and then perhaps Mr, Muraki would let him marry Tama, 
Well, his own grandfather might say he would rather his son 
married a Chinese, but then he had often heard his father say 
that China and Japan should be allies and friends. He laughed 
silently as he brushed his hair carefully before the mirror. He 
agreed with his father! 

Tama would have his letter today. Perhaps she would not ex- 
pect so immediate a letter and would not go at once to Sumie? 
He paused, his hand on the door, framing mentally a possible 
telegram. No, it was impossible. He would trust to her going at 
once to Sumie to tell her there would be letters. He could trust 
Tama, 

He went on to his restaurant breakfast almost blithely. If she an- 
swered also by airplane, he might have a letter tomorrow. He ate 
rice gruel and an egg and salted vegetables and drank a glass of 
American malted milk without knowing what he ate or drank, 
then rose and paid his bill and crossed the street to the Muraki 


of Shio^s office was open and I-wan stood before it 


answered, wa? so 
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Murakfs that I-wan felt a little daunted. But he went in. Shio %as 
at his desk already, a small, intensely neat figure with spectacles 
and a close stiff black mustache. He looked a straight militant 
little man until one saw his eyes. Behind the heavy lenses his eyes 
were, for a Japanese, unusually large, and their gaze was as naive 
and mild as a child’s. The militancy was all on the surface and 
because he had gone to military school, as every Japanese man 
had to do. 

‘'Good ihorning,” he said kindly. ‘‘If you will follow my secretary, 
she will show you your oiEfice. And please check the lists you will 
find there against the bills of lading of the shipments w^e expect 
today from China. Later, if you please, help to unpack the articles 
and check again. If there is any uncertainty, call upon me for help. 

I am glad to give it. When all is unpacked, I myself will come and 
examine everything.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I-wan murmured. This little man was so 
calmly full of authority, in spite of his childlike eyes, that one’s 
instinct was to obey him. Shio touched a bell, and the bowlegged 
girl in her black skirt and white blouse appeared, and I-wan fol- 
lowed her into a square hall where ten clerks bent over their 
desks. 

“Here, if you please,” the girl said in a smiling hissing whisper. 
She paused by a desk near the window and, bowing slightly, went 
away. 

I-wan found himself looking down into a wide clean treeless 
street, edged with squat houses and open shops. Beyond was the 
brilliant blue harbor, where ships lay resting. Around him in this 
room no one moved. There was absolute silence. As he looked he 
met hasty secret glances from the corners of eyes turned for an 
instant in his direction. He felt suddenly for the first time a 
stranger in Japan, and that he missed Bunji very much. 

Here he knew no one. The heads were all studiously bent now. 
No one moved except to open a drawer or reach for a pen. There 
was the atmosphere of a rigid discipline. He hesitated a moment, 
then felt his gaze caught toward a door. It was open, and a man 
stood there watching him. “Have you your assignment, Mr. Wu?” 
he .called*' 

sir,” .I-wan, replied. ' , ■ ^ V ^ ‘ 

\l' “Hah!**, the man said. . ‘ ^ 
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it was a command to work, and I-wan opened the folder before 
him. Not a head in the room had moved. 

When he came to his room three days later he found Tama's 
letter. 

‘‘Wait ” she said, “we must wait. It will be made clear to iis 
what our fate is.'' 

Yes, but what of her father's haste to marry her, he thought 
impatiently. His eyes raced ahead. “My mother knows how to 
delay what she does not like,” Tama wrote. “She has ^l^ltiyed this 
many times and she will again— and again, until — ” Madame 
Muraki, so silent and scarcely seen— it was strange to think it 
was she upon whom he and Tama depended. And yet when he 
thought of it, he felt reassured. Tama was not alone in her 
father's house. 

He wrote to her throughout the long year, often impatiently, 
sometimes angrily, and sometimes, in the long gray winter's days,, 
in the apathy of delay and discouragement. He knew that she 
could not always get his letters when they reached Sumie. Some- 
times, she told him, there were five or six waiting before she 
found a chance to go to Akio's house and then she had to wait 
uiitil night to read them. But her letters were always the same. 
They were short, even when his were long, but they carried al- 
ways the same steady words. “It will be made clear to us what 
our. fate is. And my mother still delays.” 

Well, he must learn to be content with delay, he told himself. 
. * . That year in Yokohama was the longest of his life. 


For hours he had stood checking with a pencil the things 
fhich the clerks drew carefully out of the sawdust and rice 
raw— potteries and ivories, carved agate and rose quartz, crystal 
ad cloisonne, carved blackwood and redwood, and silver, inlaid 
dth the sky-blue feathers of the kingfisher bird. But he paid 
!|/||ee4Yo 'anything* , , ' ■ . _ 

All through the spring and the summer he had forced himself 
1 with, delay, ^ this fitst month of early 

mm ;|h4 niras miserably' ahrioiis , again' about 'Tama. 

simply ima^hdl ffrat her letters 'had grpm ‘ caref ui^ 
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afraid and uncertain— that she was changed? He had remenT- 
bered then that she had never said that she would surely marry 
him, whatever happened, and he had decided desperately that 
he would wait no longer for Tama’s ‘"fate*” He must know 
why she had changed to him. And instantly he had sat down 
and written her ail his fears and had begged her to tell her 
father everything and let him come. He had told her that he 
would wait four days for her answer. This was the fourth day. If 
tonight there 'Were no letter he would leave for Kyushu tomorrow. 
And now he could scarcely wait until the hands of his watch 
crept to six, and yet he dreaded to know die hour was there. 

The door opened and Sliio came in. 

On great tables put there die treasures stood. Shio went over 
them in an ecstasy. 

“Hah—” he whispered tenderly, “hah — all this — ” 

His small stubby fingers touched as delicately as a breath one 
thing after another. He knew everything, murmuring as he went. 
“This now, is Sung white — and this is a green they never made 
so well as in the Ming — and yes, I see it— the white jade land- 
scape— ah, I have tried for ten years to get that!” He seized upon 
a lump of jade carved into the likeness of a snowy mountain. 
He, was laughing and half tearful with joy. “It’s here!” he cried. 
“I cannot tell you what it means! I will not sell it to any American, 
even if he offers a million for it! It shall stay here in Japan! Suck 
things belong in Japan. It is only we who appreciate them—” 

I-wan watched, astounded. Why, Shio was like a man half mad! 
He was caressing the mass of jade, muttering and grunting. It m^as 
revolting, Twan thought to himself, horrible! Suddenly a question 
cracked across his mind again like a whip. Where had these things 
come from ? 

He stood a moment, then he turned and silently and quickly 
he went out of the warehouse. He brushed his way through the 
crowds of clerks leaving for their buses. Everybody was laughing 
and meiTy as they put away office coats and slipped off paper 
cuffs. But he went on swiftly, entered the hostel and went down 
the hall and opened the door of his room, . , , If there were a 
lettspr it would be on the table, ' ‘■ 

f it was not there, he saw instantly. But, peacefully asleep on his 
saw Bunji ‘ ^ _ , ' ' ‘ 
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* His first thought was to shout, “Bunji! What are you doing 
here?” But he checked the cry. He had never taken any thought 
before of how Bunji looked. He knew Bunji was not handsome. 
Bunji himself made fun of his looks. 

“I look like the clown in a street show, of course,” he always 
said cheerfully. ‘"Well, what of that? I don’t have to worry about 
that — all the mogas will not love me — so I can have a peaceful 
life.” He always declared he w^ould marry the ugliest girl he 
could find, since being still uglier himself, he would* make her 
happy in feeling she was beautiful by comparison. Nobody needed 
to think how Bunji looked when he was laughing and joking, 
because he was always a pleasant sight in spite of his thick flat 
nose that was bridgeless and his small bright eyes and big smil- 
ing mouth. 

But now for many months I-wan had not seen him. And he 
had never seen him asleep* Bunji gravely asleep was someone 
else. His face looked low-browed and the jaw was too heavy and 
the mouth was thick. Now I-wan could see— Bunji was very 
Japanese, His body was squat and his arms long and his hands 
short and powerful Even his feet, without shoes now, looked 
short and thick except for the prehensile Japanese toes. I-wan had 
heard children on the streets of Shanghai call after a Japanese, 
^'Monkey — ^monkey!” The word came to his mind now. But Bunji 
opened his eyes, stared, and leaped up, laughing* 

“I-wan!” he shouted. 

“Why are you here?” I-wan asked quietly. He was forcing 
himself to think, “This is the same Bunji.” 

Bunji was yawning loudly and rubbing his eyes with his fists. 

“I don’t know,”, he said cheerfully. “All I know is Akio and I 
were told to report at Tokyo at army headquarters. We got here 
too late to go on tonight. So I said, I’ll go and find that old I-wan 
and well have fun once more together.’ ” 

“Where is Akio?” I-wan asked. 

“Oh, of course Sumie came, too, and they are somewhere to- 
I ij.s, oppose, looking at Fuji-san under the moon or some- 
thing like that!” Bunji laughed, “You know them! Besides, they 
lwe;F|p|i4E^ery summer they m'ake4 trip together up Fuji-^”; 

'Why should Tokyo headquarters send for you?” I-wan asked* 

[ pt^ting oh te' shoes. * ’ * ' ' ^ V ' ■ ' ' : ^ , k ' 
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'That’s what I shall ask them/’' he said cheerfully. ''Every yeJr 
or so we reserve ofScers have to go and get registered in case of 
war — ^generals are like old grannies, always thinking about war.” 

He was on his feet now, brushing his hands through his stiff 
hair. 

“Yokohama has good geisha dancing,” he roared. “Come on, 
hwan! After all, it’s months since we met!” 

I-wan thought a moment. Bunji could tell him of Tama. . . * 

'Tm comixlg,” he answered. 


The theater was bright with lanterns and the seats were full o£ 
gaily dressed people, placidly eating sweets and staring at the 
brilliant stage, their faces serene with pleasure. It was an ancient 
dance, full of stateliness and pomp and historic meaning which 
I-wan could not understand. But everybody else seemed to under«- 
stand it. When it was over there were cries and shouts of praise. 
Bunji leaned back, beaming and perspiring with his pleasure. 

“I never saw it done so well,” he cried. “Ah, that little Haru 
San — ^the one in the middle — ^she is famous! Everybody knows 
her. I have heard of her and never seen her.” 

“I did not listen too well,” I-wan confessed. 

Everybody was talking and laughing and moving about until 
the curtain rose again. 

“It is the story of how the daughter of a great samurai dis- 
guised herself as a man and led her father’s armies out in his 
place,” Bunji explained. “She takes the enemy general captive, 
you see, and falls in love. Her heart bids her spare his life. The 
struggle is terrible. But her country prevails and she kills him 
with her father’s sword. Then, seeing him dead, she kills herself.” 
Bunji wiped his face which instantly burst out into fresh perspira- 
tion in his excitement. “It’s beautiful — ” He sighed and looked 
about him. “It is a famous play. Everybody knows it, but still they 
want to see it over and over — His round absurd face grew sud- 
denly shy. “If I had any courage,” he said, “I would ask to ^ see 
that little Haru San — and tell her—how I— how* I — 

“Why don’t you?” I-wan said, smiling. 

' Bunji turned red. 


'I'.' know iTny,, pwn face,” he said hnmbly. /I wouldn’t ask hdr , 
Ipdk at it.” > : , ^ ^ ■ , ' 
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%waa burst into a laugh. Monkey or not, it was impossible not 
to like this Bunji, And in this return of affection he walked back 
with Bunji and asked him what he had wanted to ask all eve- 
ning and had not, because the strangeness of the day separated 
him somehow from everyone, 

''Bunji,*’ he said as soon as they were in his room again, ''what 
of Tama?” 

He stood by the table waiting. And Bunji sat down on the bed 
and looked at him honestly. * 

'Tli tell you,” he began. He fumbled in his coat pocket. "Well, 
there’s a letter she gave me, but she said, 'Don’t give it to I-wao 
until you tell him everything first.’ ” Bunji pulled out a long narrow 
envelope scattered over with the tracing of delicate pink blossoms 
which I-wan now knew so well. He put out his hand, but Bunji 
drew back. 

‘'She said — ” he began doggedly. 

‘Til ,only hold it,” I-wan said hastily* “I promise!” he added to 
the doubt on Bunji’s face, 

“We-ell,” Bunji agreed. He gave it to I-wan and watched him 
a second. Then he cleared his throat. “It’s this way with Tama,” 
he began. I-wan, waiting, bit back his need to hasten him. This 
Bunji was so slow it would be dawn before he got to any point, 

“Let’s see,”’ Bunji was saying very slowly and thoughtfully, “two 
days ago she seemed just as usual She arranged fresh flowers and 
dusted the rooms. Well, then, when she was alone with me she 
told me to tell Aide to tell Sumic that she would come to see Sumie 
just before twilight. So she went to see Sumie. I don’t know why, 
except that something was between them. . . . But that was after- 


“After what?” Lwan groaned. 

“After General Seki came to see my father,” Bunji said. 

“He came to see your father?” I-wan cried. 

Bunji nodded. “And my father called her into the room and they 
Iked to her and talked to her. I was late myself that night because 
to 'See an Amcrittan' jSim.caUed— let me see, what was 


miner. l»wan groaned, 
il^4id brightly, are right— ^it 
of, it if give] fa|rk|£ to it-— a f 
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robber in her bedroom-, who she finds afterwards is a man she once 
knew and they marry — it was — Welh. about Tama— when I came 
home the light was still on where they were talking to her* So— " 

'Tlad she roy letter then?” Iwvan broke in. 

Btinji stared at him^ his eyes blinking questions. But I-wan had 
no time to explain now. Fie tore Tama’s letter open, 
didn’t say — ” Bunji began, 
can’t wait,” I-wan replied grindy. 

''Well, Bums about finished,” Bunji said amiably. He threw^ him- 
self back on the bed. ‘h\ll these tangles of love — ” he began to laugh. 

But I-wan did not hear him. His eyes were eating up the words 
on the patterned paper, 

*l-wan, I said to you I wanted to marry no one,” Tama wrote. 
‘'But my father has told me there is going to be war with China. 
And so everything is changed. Even my mother says that now'' it 
is my duty to marry General Seki, since he has to go to fight for 
our country. She delays it no more. And I see my duty. It is fate. 
Tama.” 

She had brushed out a word before her name. But he knew 
what it was. “Your Tama,” she Had written. Then she had brushed 
away the word “your.” Duty! It was like a drug, a poison in them 
all. But if Madame Muraki — ^he must not waste a moment. 

“Will the train or the plane get me there first?” he demanded 
of Bunji. 

Bunji sat up. 

“Where?” he asked. 

“To Kyushu,” I-wan cried. 

Bunji shook his head. “My father won’t let you see her,” he 
said pityingly. 

“Ill see her somehow,” I-wan swore. 

^‘Well,” Bunji said, hesitating, “the night train has gone, and 
of course the plane is quicker than the morning train, if it goes. 
But there’s the chance of storm or something ” 

I-wan threw open the window. There were no clouds and tlie 
moonlight was clear and still over the city. 

, “You can see Fuji-san!” Bunji exclaimed. , ' 

“III go on the plane tomorrow,”. I-wan decided. Only there was 
,tiie rest ^ of -this night to be passed someho'v^l , i 

V. shgll/sleep,” B^unji said .with, firnapess, , ! ; _ ' ■ , ‘ .i ■■ 
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^“Then you may have my bed/* I-wan replied, “I ca0*t sleep.’* 

He sat down by the table and put his head on his arms. What 
could he do — ^what could he do? 

'1 would help you if I could/* Bunji said comfortably, "'but then 
I have to report tomorrow.*’ 

'The through plane doesn’t go until noon/’ I-wan muttered. 

"No/* Bunji agreed. "Weil, if Shio doesn’t want me for any- 
thing, I might go back with you after I have registered. If you 
wanted to write a letter or something, then, if you haven’t been 
able to see her, I could give it to her.’* 

"Yes!” I-wan cried, looking up, "that is a good thought. Bunji, 
how good a friend you are to me!” 

"Hah I” Bunji answered. "Well— yes— I like you, you know.” He 
laughed and began to undress. 

But I-wan had already found paper and pen. He would see 
Tama, of course — ^but in case he could not find an immediate way, 
Bunji could give her this letter. He wrote on and on into the 
night, begging, pleading, pouring out his love. 

"Even if our countries should go to war, my Tama/* he wrote 
over and over, "it has nothing to do with us. You and I, we are 
ourselves.. We belong to each other. It is an accident that govern- 
ments—” He felt no loyalty to that government now in China— 
it was not his! 

To the sound of Bunji’s steady deep breathing he wrote every- 
thing to Tama. Then for a long time he sat reading all he had 
written. When he folded the pages at last the moon had gone, and 
it was the dark before dawn. He turned off the light and lay down, 
dressed as he was, beside Bunji, and fell asleep as a man stumbles 
exhausted and falls into a well. 


pe waked die instant Bunji moved. 

"What time is it?” Bunji asked thickly. Sunlight was streaming 
ito the room. 

I-wan looked dazed at the watch still on his wrist "Half-past- 
answered. " • ' ' 

Bunji leaped across him. 

i^^Aki'pUhd I most catch the train^ at nine!” he shouted. He began 
his ^ clothes,, and dbdlfii^ito basin;^ htlkved 

te' 'irtpning; Wter, ow hisTace’ind'' head. ‘ ‘ ' ' ' > ' ' 
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'It’s a long way/* he sputtered, '*111 have to buy a bit of some- 
thing and eat it on the train as I go.” 

He brushed up his spiky hair as he talked. *111 be back as soon 
as I can,” he promised. *1£ Shio doesn’t want me. 111 go — ” He 
was knotting his tie crookedly and buttoning his coat and search- 
ing for his hat, all at the same time. Now he was at the door. ''So— 
hah!” he grinned and was gone. 

And I-wan got up slowly, still exhausted in spite of sleep, and 
undressed and washed himself and put on fresh garments. Then 
he sat down and read carefully again Tama’s letter and his to 
her. Then exactly as though the day were like the one before, he 
went to the restaurant and ate and tlien went to the ware- 
house. 

The great jade piece which Shio had so caressed was gone. Shio 
had taken it, doubtless, to his own home. He felt suddenly angry, 
as though he himself had lost a treasure. But he worked doggedly, 
checking and rechecking. Nothing now mattered except the one 
thing — could he reach Tama in time, and having reached her, 
could he persuade her . . . ? Then, it occurred to him, persuade 
her to what? What would he tell Tama she must do? Where 
could he take her? He paused, in his hands a twist of the root 
of an old cherry tree, carved and polished and stained into the 
appearance of an ancient impish face. When he looked down at 
it, it seemed to peer up at him with the mocking eyes of a merry 
and cynical old man. Where in the world was there a place for 
Tama and him . . . ? 

Then before he could answer, he heard someone crying and 
shouting for him. It was Bunji. He burst into the door, his eyes 
wild and his face twisted with weeping. 

*l-wan/’ he gasped, “Shio — where is Shio?” 

“I haven’t seen him,” I-wan said, frightened. The old man 
dropped from his hand, “Bunji — don’t— what— ” 

“Akio — Bunji sobbed. “Akio — ^Akio — ” 

He held out a sheet of paper to Twan, Upon it was written in 
Akio’s fine neat brush strokes: 

“To my father and to my brothers, this: I have considered well 
, ’this step which I now take* I know why I am called to register 
: ^myself again a soldier* We are- to be sent to China to fight.' But' ' 

{ 'there is nothing m life for which I care to fight Especially' I ; ! 


iiiilll 

till 
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jp have no part in killing innocent people of any race. Yet it is 
not possible to refuse the Emperor when he commands except by 
the one means which I now take. When this comes to your hands^ 
I shall have given my body to Fuji-san. And with me now, as ever, 
is Sumie,*’ 

“When— when— ” I-wan stammered. 

“When I reached the station to get my free ticket,’' Bunji sobbed, 
“when I had declared my name, they said this had been left for 
me. So I took it and read it, and when I burst out^ v/eeping— an 
officer took it and read it— he was so angry— he said— he said Akio 
was a traitor — ^and he had no right to— to kill himself at a time 
when — when the Emperor needs men — Bunji’s tears were stream- 
ing down his face, 

“Does Shio know?” I-wan asked in a low voice, 

Bunji shook his head. 

“Come,” said I-wan, He put out his hand and took Bunji’s, 
and felt Bunji’s short wide fist clutch his own slender hand. Then 
without a word they went to Shio’s office. He was there at his 
desk. Before he could do more than lift his head to look up, I-waii 
put Akio’s letter before him. He read it, his eyes blinking, his face 
changing from surprise to consternation, to a quivering understand- 
ing. Then he put the paper down. 

“I always knew Akio would do this some day,” he said quietly. 
“He was $0 continually poised between life and death. Death 
seemed as sweet as life—” he paused and swallowed. “When we 
were children — ^if anything went wrong— he used to — ^want to die.” 
They were all silent. Then Shio said heavily, “Bunji, you must go 
home at once. I must see if— there is anything to find of their 
bodies. Sometimes they— people— don't leap clear of the rocks into 
^ " 'ihie crater — ” . ' . , “ 

‘T ...am ..to report. -.for ' duty....: .this afternoon...^ 
5 % was given these' few hours only~ * 

looked -at startled. ’ ' v 

sail in three days,” Bunp'said simply, “to Manchuria—” 

‘ bK v'‘f stood; therci not knenving _iyhat‘ to- say to each other. 

'Bunji,,said ...tlnckiy^ ..■*! have .,to...go ” ' 

_ I , I-wan said ; slowfy . 1 understand that ” 

tO' ^hio» .Even \hh , hf d idaqught of ! somethitig- ""^If ■ 
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you will trust me/’ he said, '1 will go in Bunjfs place to yoiir 
father,” He had a strange sense now of an arranging fate. What 
if indeed there were such a thing? 

“Then go,” Shio said. ‘‘And tell my father not to be too angry 
with Akio,” 

So death opened the door for him to Tama. 


She sat there on her knees, quietly, a little behind her parents, 
while he told them what had happened. Mr. Miiraki had received 
him first alone. When he had heard, when he had read the letter, 
he said nothing for a while. He folded the letter carefully into a 
small square and put it in the pocket of his sleeve. Then he said, 
“Let my daughter and her mother be called.” 

So I-wan went out and found a maidservant and told her. Then 
he went back into the room where Mr. Muraki sat. He had not 
moved. He did not speak as I-wan sat down. 

In a few moments the door opened and Madame Muraki came 
in. I-wan rose, without looking up. It would not be courteous to 
look, and he stood turning a little away. But he knew, he could 
feel, that Tama was in the room. Then he could see from under 
his lowered lids the edge of her blue kimono upon the floor. At 
least she was here! 

“Sit down,” Mr, Muraki said. 

So they all sat down. And Mr. Muraki drew out of his sleeve 
Akio’s letter. He paused a moment, his teeth clenching and the 
muscles working in his jaws. Then he began to read, quietly and 
clearly, what Akio had written. When he had finished he folded 
the letter again and put it in his sleeve. They sat in silence. Once 
I-wan heard a sob, instantly choked. But he knew it was Tama. He 
looked up quickly. She was biting her lips and her hands were 
folded tightly together. Madame. Muraki sat rigidly, her tears flow- 
ing down her face. She took up her sleeve and wiped her eyes, but 
she said nothing. 

“For a son disobedient to his Emperor and to his father ” Mr, 
Muraki said in the same still voice in which he had been reading, 
'*^there can be no mourning. Let. there be none, therefore, m my 


trembling 


His ha&ds, lying palms upward on his knees, were 
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a^iittle, and he coughed. ‘That is all,” he added. Then lie turned 
to I-wan. “You will want to sleep a night before you return,” he 
said, “Your room is as usual.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I-wan murmured. 

Beneath all this repressed sorrow his heart suddenly began to 
beat wildly. He knew the path now to the waterfall that splashed 
outside Tamf^’s door. There was no need for his letter now. 

“If you will excuse us, sir,” Madame Muraki said faintly. 

Mr. Muraki nodded, and I-wan rose again. He lifted rhis eyelids 
quickly, once. He met Tama’s eyes, wet with tears, an5 yet implor- 
ing and full of warmth, and he knew she expected him. 

He stood at a little after midnight at her door, and shrinking out 
of the moonlight into the shadow of the heavy overhanging eaves, 
he scratched his little time upon the lattice. Instantly it slid back. 
She was there. He saw her face, pale in the shadow of the edge of 
moonlight. She put her fingers on his lips for silence and he smelled 
the fragrance of a rose perfume. He stood, not moving, scarcely 
breathing, feeling only her. 

“Come into the shadows of the veranda.” 

Her whisper was lighter than the flutter of a hummingbird’s 
wing. Silently he stepped from the moss to tlie mat she pulled 
forward to catch the sound of his footstep. They stood, face to face, 
gazing at each other, speechless. Then he put out his arms to her. 
He had never in his life put out his arms to hold a woman. He 
did not know a woman’s shape or form. But he held her to him, 
wondering in the midst of love that a woman’s body could lean like 
this against his own, and being so different could yet fit against 
him and be a part of him. They stood together, motionless. 

Then she drew away. 

“Oh!” she cried softly. “And I said, ‘I won’t — ^if he comes — 
won’t see him.’ ” 

“I would have found you,” he said solemnly, “You are not 

,, me--any where.” . . 

’ ' “No, don’t, I-waii ” 

will, Tama!”, . ' 

. ; ‘ ton know — ^there is to ’ be - war ? ” 

> ; h' no" help for us. I must do my ^ duty.” 


■I 
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“You never thought it was your duty before— to~-tc>--“mar|y 
an old man whom you hate!” he whispered hotly. 

‘‘No, but now everything is different. In war Japanese men 
fight and Japanese women bear sons,” she pleaded. 

“Tama — you a modern girl!” he scolded her. 

“No, but ids true — what else can we do?” 

He held her more tightly. His heart was beating fearfully, so 
that his breast ached. 

“No,” he said thickly, “not you. You and I are going to run 
away — somewhere where there are no wars — where no one can 
find us — where it won’t matter that I am Chinese and you are 
Japanese!” 

“There is no such place in the world,” she moaned, 

“There is — ^there is — ” he promised her. “Only promise me— 
you won’t marry him. Ill plan everything— and tell you — ” 

There was the sound of a footstep, A twig broke. They clung 
together in instant terror. They saw Mr, Muraki turn the corner 
of the house. Tama clutched I-wan’s arms and pulled him silently 
into her room. They stood behind the drawn screens, scarcely 
twenty feet from him. For he had paused before the waterfall and 
stood there, his head bent. They could see his hair shining in the 
moonlight. In his hand he held a spray of white crape myrtle 
• flowers which he had broken as he passed the tree. He "stood so 
long their bodies were tense with waiting. Then he stooped and laid 
the myrtle in the pool beneath the waterfall. They heard him sigh 
and saw him turn away and walk on feebly into the further garden. 

But they dared not linger, I- wan stooped to Tama’s cheek. It 
smelled as fresh as an apricot, and felt as downy smooth beneath his. 


“Promise!” he whispered. 


“Oh,” she breathed, “you must go!” 

“Promise only to wait!” he begged. “At least until we find out 
whether there really is to be war or not. It may be notliing.” 

He felt her lips move upon his cheek, soft and warm. 

“Go-go,” she whispered, “I hear something ” 

He slipped out into the moonlight and darted to Ills room. 



Surely, he thought, surely there were islands in the. sea, far from 

I'i ‘ •* . I i 1 t rr % 


y wars and troubles that other people made! He lay tense on his 
1. Surely there were such islands! And then he remembered that 
; had nqt promised. 








i6o 


THE PATRIOT 


^‘"ThiSj” Mr, Muraki was saying, ‘Is General Seki,’* 

I-wan had eaten his breakfast alone the next morning, and after- 
wards, not knowing what part of his still unformed plans should 
come first, he had gone into the room which the family called the 
modern parlor. He still preferred chairs to sit upon rather than 
mats, and in this room there were large stiff foreign chairs, up- 
holstered in bright green plush. Years ago, before the main offices 
had been moved to Yokohama, Mr. Muraki had seen the room in 
a department store and had bought it entire, in order to have a 
place in which he could entertain American and. European cus- 
tomers. It was seldom used now, and there I-wan. had sometimes 
,goiie when he wished to read or to be alone in this house of sliding- 
screens, since the room had walls and doors in the western fashion. 
He had scarcely sat clown this morning, however, and lit a 
cigarette, when the door opened suddenly and he saw Mr. Muraki 
and behind him a thick short figure in uniform. I-wan leaped to his 
feet. And Mr. Muraki looked astonished for one instant. I-wan 
bowed. All his blood seemed in one second to rush to his brain to 
whirl there in a frenzy, leaving his body cold and weak, 

‘‘This,” Mr. Muraki said to General Seki, “is the son of the 
Chinese banker, Wu Yung Hsin.” 

General Seki nodded his head sharply at I-wan. 

“I was just going, sir,” I-wan said to Mr. Muraki. 

“No,” General Seki answered. “You will stay.” He sat down 
with difficulty in his stiff new uniform and his sword clanked 
against the chair, 

“As you please,” Mr. Muraki murmured to General Seki. 

So I-wan could only sit down uncomfortably upon the edge of a 
straight wooden chair. From the tumult in his brain certain 
thoughts began to sort themselves. This disgusting, thick-necked 
, man! He looked strangely like a turtle, his necklcss, bullet head 
sunk into his big collar. He had a square, flat-surfaced face and 
. a Aort brush of gray mustache. Yet he did not look old, I-wan 
thought, cursing him. He looked, though not young, vigorous 
.harsh aud domineering. . / , 

may be you can give me some information” General Seki 
) I fifing to him. “Can-ypu tell inedn what cities fo Mstnthuria : 
'I'l bank branches ^ 

III 1 1 .thonght* foil him nothing.” 'He' remeiA- ^ 
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bered now that he had heard En4an say once that Japanese we^ 
always asking questions and trying to find out even small things 
that were apparently of no use. But this was stupid, to think he—- 

*1, don’t know,” he said. 

“It seems strange you don’t know/’ General Seki said, after a 
seconcFs pause. He stared at I-wan hard. “But it does not matter. 
I have the information at my headquarters. I merely asked as a 
detail in discussing plans with Mr. Muraki. Perhaps then you can 
tell me how far, in hours, Peking is from Harbin?” 

“I have spent most of my life in Shanghai,” I-wan answered. 

A small purple vein began to beat in General Seki’s forehead. 
He turned to Mr, Muraki and spoke in a loud voice. 

“Let the plan stay as I have said. It will not be a real war- 
three weeks will be enough to crush a few rebellious Chinese. 
There is too little time now — I leave at once. But when I come 
I will take a holiday” — he paused to grin hideously — ^“it will be 
the happiest of my life,” 

I-wan sat staring at this man. He began to feel that General 
Seki wanted to punish him because he was a Chinese, or at least 
to frighten him. In his heart a furious anger began to burn. Sud- 
denly his head felt clear and cool. Three weeks would be enough, 
would it? A few minutes ago he would have said it would be im- 
possible for him to hate Japan. But now he had found something in 
Japan to hate — ^it was this man, this iniiitarist, this arrogant, over- 
bearing, ambitious overlord sitting before him, who wanted to 
marry Tama. 

“You expect no resistance?” he asked quietly. 

“If there is resistance from the Chinese,” General Seki said 
haughtily, “we will begin bombing—” 

All the hatred of which he was capable rushed to I-wan’s heart 
He stood up. The important thing was not his hatred— it was that 
there would be no war. 

He turned suddenly and walked, a little unsteadily, out of the 
room and shut the door. Outside he stood a moment. He felt sick 
and short-breathed. Yet his head was perfecdy clear. He must find 
Tama and tell her that Seki himself had said it would not be a 


passed.' bearing an oblong, bowl of^feshly arranged 


i6a 


'THE PATRIOT 

- “Where is Tama-san?” he demanded. 

She looked at him, surprised. “In the east veranda, sir/* she an- 
swered, “arranging the flowers.’* 

He had never been in the inner parts of this house, for it was not 
customary for tlie men to go there. But now he went east through 
the kitchen. And there beyond, upon a small square veranda, he 
found Tama alone, flowers and grasses heaped on the table before 
her. She was choosing a handful of silvery grass to put in a vase 
with the red spider lilies, but when she saw him she stopped. 

“I-wan, you — ” she began. 

But he broke out ahead of her. “Tama/’ he cried, “he is hor- 
rible!” 

She stood there clutching the silver grasses. He saw her eyes 
sicken. 

“Yes, he is horrible,” she whispered. “I saw him yesterday, after 
I had said—” 

“There is to be no war!” he broke in. “Seki says there will be no 
war!” He told her what he had heard and then he thought of his 
father and used him shamelessly. “Men like my father — ^they will 
never allow a war with Japan. And my father has power, Tama — 
enormous power — money — ” 

He felt a faint reminiscent rising of old gorge in him. How 
En-lan would have despised him for such an argument! En-lan 
would never be able, either, to understand how he felt about this 
Japanese girl, how he loved her. En4an would not understand 
how anyone could love a Japanese. 

“Of course, if there is no war—” Tama said, slowly, “then every- 
thing is changed. If it is only my father, trying to force me — ” 

“I swear there will be no war!” he exclaimed. 

The maidservants were beginning to flutter about them, seeming 
to be busy about sweeping and dusting. “Shall I help you, lady?” 
one piped, and then another. 

He looked at them grimly. 

“They make me think of wasps,” he told Tama. “They are 
determined not to leave us alone. But I shall not leave you until I 
* hficiw you arc safe — ^in yourself l.meaa. For I know if you make 
; Ijpyour rmud--*” , 

She 'looked at him steadily, .'her dark eyes krge. She^ was- very 
to kid 'a^'tation he had^,imt noticed this until now, ^ ' ' - - ^ 
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“If there is to be no war/^ she- saidj course I will not mmj 
Umr ^ 

So at last he had her promise! 

“Then I shall ask your father for you/’ he said gravely, “Count 
upon that. I shall be as old-fashioned as he likes. Ill find a go- 
between and make the proper presents. You will hear nothing until 
it is all arranged.” 

She put the silver grasses to her cheek and said nothing. He 
bowed, looked deeply into her eyes, and went away. When he 
turned back once to see her, she was surrounded zealously by the 
maidservants, and in the garden he saw Madame Muraki, hurrying 
so fast her robes seemed to weave about her as she glided. But he 
did not care. All that needed to be said was said. 

With no further farewells and seeing no one, he left the house 
and returned to Yokohama. 

At last the newspapers declared and it was cried upon the streets 
that there would be no war in Manchuria. As he had guessed, “ar- 
rangements,” the papers said, would be made. The League of 
Nations had been invoked. That meant the government — ^that 
was Chiang Kai-shek — did not want to fight. He could see his 
father behind this, manipulating peace. 

He turned his thoughts away— no use thinking of those things 
which he could not control or change! Peace! Peace for him meant 
only. Tama — ^Tama and long happy quiet years together. Pie was 
glad now that he had not come to love Tama quickly or im- 
pulsively, but slowly through four years of acquaintance and friend- 
ship and love. He had had time to face everything in that marriage 
before it took place. Now when it came, as it must, with this peace, 
it would be eternal. He would live his own sort of life apart, 
working, studying, enjoying, he and Tama together, years of 
individual peace and fulfillment. Let the nations take care of them- 
selves. In such a world an intelligent being had no hope of life 
unless he enclosed himself in a small world of his own making. 

He_ said, nothing to anyone, but he,- went about his private plansjr 
sure of Tama. He had already found an old professional match- 
maker and now he went to him, and for a fee the man agreed 
eagerly to go '>%o Mr. Muraki' and .put' forth Iowan’s request. ; ' ; 

“But your photograph!” the old man cried, 

’* ■ I' ' , , ' i . ,1 ’ ^ I , > 
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€-waii was about to say, ‘^They know how I look.” Then he was 
silent. Let it all proceed according to custom. In seeming con- 
formity a man was safe. He had had enough of rebellions. They 
had brought him nothing. He' went out and had a picture taken 
and when it was finished — and he paid to have it quickly done — 
he gave it to the old man. There was nothing unusual about his 
pictured face, he thought. He looked pale and solemn and com- 
monplace in his western clothes, and the Japanese photographer, 
trying to improve him, had retouched his features axid given them a 
curious Japanese look. His eyes seemed to stare and his mouth 
was drawn out of its real likeness, but these things did not matter. 

‘‘And I will bring you back her picture, too,” the old man said 
slyly, 

“No need,” I-wan replied quickly, “I have seen her.” 

“No, but a picture is your due,” the old man insisted. “Besides, 
you can look at it as long as you like. That’s better dian peeping 
„ at her.” 

He Was making a great show of justice to be done his client, 
and I“Wan smiled and let it pass and went away. 

No war! Life fell out wryly enough, he thought, walking along 
the gay, narrow streets. He stopped and bought a newspaper and 
read it as he strolled along. But he could make nothing of it. He 
knew by now that the papers said only what men like General 
Seki wanted them to say. There were headlines here about renegade 
battalions, bandits that were creating disturbances because they 
would not surrender to the Japanese. If Endan were alive, he would 
have been among them. But doubtless he was dead. Because of 
these bandits, the paper said, the Japanese had only witli dijfficulty 
restored order and safety for their nationals. It was impossible to 
know what those words meant — order and safety! 

At least, they meant peace, and above everything now he wanted 
peace and the things of peace. He wanted Tama to be his wife, to 
make his home. He was done with all causes. When it was all 
settled he would write to his father. He tossed the newspaper away 
and the wind caught it merrily as though it were a kite and rushed 
. ’ and crackling down the streets 


old man to move quickly, apd he waited 

in $ome '-patience. In the^ night when .he 
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awoke and lay thinkings the darkness oppressed him and he feJred 
that he had been too hopeful and that Tama was not so sure as 
he had counted. But when day came he remembered again how 
sure she had looked when he left her. He felt an enormous stability 
in her. There was none of Peony’s light waywardness and teasing. 
If Tama said she would do a thing he could be sure of it. Duty 
she would do, as she would have married General Seki, for she 
had been trained to do her duty. Yet she was not like an old- 
fashioned Japanese woman who gave blind obedience to the man 
over her. The same stubbornness which could carry Tama, one 
way, could carry her away from it, too, if she thought it right. He ' 
trusted her and was comforted and went quietly about his work. 

New shipments came in every day and others went out. He 
grew hardened to seeing boxes unpacked and pouring out all sorts 
of Chinese treasures. He grew used to Shio hovering over every- 
thing and choosing what he wanted to keep, Shio’s instinct never 
failed him. Whatever was priceless he kept. 

*‘Those white men,” he explained to I-wan, half apologeti- 
cally, “do not know the difference between what is merely rare 
and what is unique and perfect. I will keep in Japan that which is 
perfect. Here it belongs, and here is its home. In times to come, all 
that is perfect in the world will find its home with us. No one 
values beauty as we do.” 

I-wan did not answer. He never answered Shio. It was true that 
he had never seen any one eat and drink beauty as Shio did. He 
did seem actually to feed upon the porcelains and the ivories, the 
paintings and the tapestries which he loved. When he was tired, 
and he was easily tired, for he worked long hours and ate little and 
was a small thin man by nature, if he sat for a while caressing a 
jade or a smooth pottery bowl or a bottle vase, a sort of peace came 
over him and he looked stronger, as though he had been fed. In 
the palm of his hand he held continually a piece of old white jade, 
oily smooth with long handling and as warm as flesh. When he 
sat counting and muttering over his figures, he leaned his cheek 
upon the hand holding this jade. He said it kept his head from 
, iaching. ' - • ' ■ ’ ‘ , V-' 

' : ’ Irwan, Iboking at 'him with a new curiosity now, saw nothing in 
iis.palEd lEace of Tama’s round dbeeks and healthy looks. Yet - 
i tjyete.of one blood, land. he must.csdl 'Shio brother, and sdineming 
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o£ Shio would go into his children, perhaps. Well, he was a harm-" 
less man, at least, and if he went dazed with beauty, there were 
others who went dazed for less. This whole country was a little 
mad for beauty, I-wan thought. Men so poor they ate a handful of 
cold rice for a meal found a few cents somehow to buy a flower pot 
and seeds to plant. Tama would keep his house beautiful with 
flowers, too, because she had been taught that a room was empty 
if it held no flowers. 

It was not until the eighteenth day of the next month that the 
old matchmaker came back, and Twan was beginning to lie half 
his nights awake, wondering what had gone wrong. He had all but 
decided to go himself and see, when suddenly one night when he 
went to his room he found the old man there in die one big chair, 
smoking his pipe peacefully enough. 

“Hah!” he said when I-wan came in, and rose and bowed* 

“Where have you been?” I-wan cried impetuously. 

“At my business,” the old man answered serenely, ‘‘at my 
business. There has been a good deal of it. There was the old 
suitor — he nodded. “He had to be arranged. But the young 
woman managed that very well. The father objected, you see, on 
the grounds of offense to the old suitor. But she managed it ” 

“How?” I-wan demanded. 

“By saying she would kill herself,” the old man answered, with- 
out excitement, “Yes, and she went at once to it. I saw her. She 
said it, and then she took a knife she had ready in her girdle and 
drew it across her wrists before our eyes — 

“No!” I-wan cried. 

The old man nodded profoundly. “Across one wrist and then she 
prepared to do it to the other, and the mother wept and fainted, 
and her father bade her wait. She stood, the blood rushing out of 
her arm and soaking into the mat.” 

He relished telling the tale, but I-wan could not speak for horror, 
: “And her mother came to herself and moaned something about 
her having no children left. I thought you said there were sons?” 

' '’itOnp'k newly dead,” I-wan said, “and one, the youngest next 
w, gone to* China in' the -army ” 

“So!” the old man answered, his mouth open with interest. 
I ‘Then’ said, we will talk it over/ So I waited, ;and 

the old suitor, whieh. I did,. 




the daughter o£ a baron in a prefecture near Kyoto, who was^glad 
to have a general for a son-in-law, and their daughter s fiance had 
run away last month and married a moga, causing such shame as 
cannot be wiped away, and after all the wedding garments were 
prepared, and they were casting about for some way to save them. 
So in their extremity it was sent from heaven to get a general, 
however old and fat. So I thought of them and arranged it. So 
what with one thing and another, it all went together, and you are 
to go not to the house, but to the hotel that is on the sea at the 
south side of the city, and there meet with the family, and talk and 
take tea together, as the custom is. Then the wedding day will be 
set, soon, as the custom is, also, and the thing is as good as done. 

“But her wrist?*' I-wan asked. He could not forget Tama’s wrist, 

bleeding. , t i i 

“It was bad” the old man admitted. ‘‘And yet, I think she knew 

that only shedding her own blood would make them yield. The 
old man had been stubborn until then. But when she did that, he 
saw she was more stubborn than he. . . . Well, now that it is as 
good as done, I will advise you. Hasten to make her way yours, 
before she knows it, for when a woman is stubborn, the ocean 
itself is not so sure as her own will.” 
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caring half as much as he would if he found a piece of old jade* 
Nevertheless he must consider Shio as his elder brother and give 
him his due courtesy. He wanted to do all that he should do for 
Tama’s sake— Tama, who was willing to die for him! 


For Tama’s sake he went through the formal party at the hotel, 
where as though he were a stranger he met Mr. ■ Muraki and 
Madame Muraki, also, dressed as he had never seen them in still 
dark formal robes of thick silk. With them were :^-ieiids and 
relatives he had never seen, and among them for one moment was 
Tama, a Tama whom also he had never seen. Her hair was 
brushed and oiled in the old Japanese fashion, and her face was 
painted red and white. When she bowed she smiled the vacant 
empty smile of the welkaught Japanese virgin, and he did not 
know what to say to her. Only when he caught the look of her 
eyes once, when she swept up her lashes, was he comforted. They 
were bright , and shining and full of laughter, 

*‘We will go through with the play,” they seemed to tell him, 
laughing. 

So he went through with it for her. Even when Mr. Muraki 
decreed that they must wait for a letter from his father giving 
consent, I-wan said nothing. For he was sure of the consent. His 
. father would be eager enough now to show his friendship for 
Japan. He would reason that after all I-wan remained Chinese, and 
■ that a woman, Japanese or not, was of little matter, and Tama’s 
chief importance was as a daughter-inJaw and not as a Japa- 

The letter, when it came, was as I-wan thought it would be. 
Mr. Wu wrote to Mr. Muraki that he was honored to deepen the 
new peace between the two countries. ‘*We ought,” he wrote, 
bind these two brother countries together, and what better way 
;v|hanthis?” 

To Twan he wrote, *There are no better trained women in the 
world than the Japanese. They are docile, humble, obedient, home- 
keeping. You will have a good fatuily life. When a little more time 
jlms'- bring her to ’m to -see.: But not yet— the people here 

Ikve-^iipfeea^oniag^hatred' because of the recent; 
oubles. But, the common people are ^ways ignorant and 
-jvii'f-leTMftlsted' re^-onab" 


THE 'PATRIOT 169' 

less, wait a little while before bringing back a Japanese wife to 
China.’’ 

I-wan smiled as he folded his father’s letter. He did not want to 
go back witli or without Tama. Certainly he would not go back 
without her. 

For Tama’s sake he had waited without seeing her again until 
the wedd^n^ day, which was appointed as soon as his father’s letter 
came* And then he went to his wedding, held in the same hotel 
where the betrothal had been acknowledged. Here in strange cold 
formal rooms, half Japanese, half foreign, he found the same people 
waiting. And soon Mr. Muraki came and Madame Muraki and 
Shio and with him a small quiet gray-toned woman who was his 
wife, and at last Tama. They drank the mingled wines and obeyed 
the rules which the old matchmaker set for them. 

He felt inexplicably lonely for a little while, though Tama was 
at his side. But this was the silent painted Tama he did not know, 
and not for weeks had he heard her voice or seen her as she was. 
He had to tell himself even as he felt her stiff silk-covered shoulder 
touch his as they stood together, that indeed it was she and that 
only by obeying the old rules had he won her. For Mr. Muraki 
would never have wanted him for a son-in-law if he had taken his 
own way and married Tama as he would like to have married her, 
simply and quietly and as though it were their own marriage. No, 
marriage belonged to a family. 

When it was over he looked about at them all, these small grave 
courteous people behind Mr. Muraki and Madame Muraki, aunts 
and uncles, and cousins, aU staring at him and smiling anxiously 
and shyly. They looked alike, he thought* Even Tama looked like 
them just now, he thought. He had, he felt suddenly, married not 
Tama, but Japan. He felt in some strange sickening fashion that 
he had betrayed something or someone, somehow. Then he heard 
the old matchmaker at his elbow. 

"If you will now change your garments,” the old man said in 
his matter-of-fact way, ""the bride will be ready-. The automobile 
-door ” \ ... ' , ■ 

^ TMi’' Tcc^Iled him. ^ He had decided, -hp l‘ettoembered, that they 

to. the small hoed by the hot 

’pdie'hc .and Tiim, wotild spend Ac 'first weqh c?f itWt 'haar*- 
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riage. He had forgotten in his daze of the moment what lay ahead. 
Now he turned, instantly restored to himself. The wedding was 
over. When he and Tama were alone at last, their marriage would 
really begin. He forgot everything in this thought and rushed to 
the room in the hotel, where upon the bed he had carefully spread 
out only this morning before he dressed for the ceremony the new 
dark blue foreign suit he had bought. It was the fashion for a 
bridegroom to wear western clothes. Everything was new, ^ even the 
red silk tie which lay beside it. He hurried into it and^ taking his 
new hat, rushed downstairs. Tama was waiting for him. He found 
her in the closed and curtained automobile. Someone had opened 
the door in time for him to leap inside, and then the door slammed 
and the car started with a great jerk and they were thrown at 
each other. She laughed, and when he heard her laughter every- 
thing turned in that instant warm and real. 

^Tama!" he cried. 

She had washed the red and white paint from her face, and her 
hair was drawn smoothly back again, and she had on a plain dark 
green dress and leather shoes. 

“Do you know me?” she asked, still laughing. Here was her own 
face, rosy and brown and pretty in the old way. 

He put out his arms, speechless, and she came into them and 
for the second time he felt the shape of her, strong, a little square 
but still slender, in his arms. She was more real than anything in 
life. That was her quality, a strong reality. She had no perfume 
even upon her. He put his cheek against her and smelled the faint 
smell of clean soap-washed flesh, and from her hair a piny smell 
of the wood oil with which it had been brushed. 

• ^Tama,” he whispered, half sujffocated with happiness, “are we 

' intoied?’* 

She nodded. He felt the strong quick nod of her head. 

“Yes, of course,” she said in her pleasant practical voice. 

He did not answer. In his arms he felt the alBrmation suddenly 
run over her body, a quiver through her blood. 

’ ■ Twa%** Tama was saying sternly, is necessary in our 
: .llmt you always, remember * this— X am ' a moga.” 

lai|t^l3i^ -(and she turned on hiip with mischief bright ^ in her 
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*‘yes — ^yes, I do/’ he said quickly. "1 believe anything about you.” 

‘*Ah/’ she said, “that is a good beginning.” 

He laughed again as he lay on the bed watching her. She was 
combing out her long black hair. It was still slightly wet from the 
bath they had taken in the pool of the hot springs, though she had 
coiled it up on her head to keep it dry. But they had laughed and 
played and splashed each other so much. 

Now they were back in their rooms and he had sent the bathmaid 
away impitiently so that he could be alone with Tama. He knew 
the maids were all laughing at him, but he did not care. He had 
tipped them well to keep other bathers waiting until he and Tama 
had finished. He had not told her, but he had made up his mind 
before they went in that Tam*a was never to bathe in any other 
presence than his own. He was Chinese and he would not have it* 

She was standing now, quite naked, as she brushed out her long 
hair. It was an innocent nakedness, he could see, as innocent as 
had been that peasant girl’s the day they had climbed tlie mountain 
with Bunji. It was as if she were unconscious of any difference in 
being covered or not. He felt vaguely jealous of this innocence. It 
was too childish. He could not endure the thought that she might 
have stood like this even before servant maids. But it was impos- 
sible to explain this to her. He knew by instinct that she would not 
understand. 

“Let me see your wrist,” he said suddenly. 

She came over to him and held out her wrist* Upon it was the 
long scar, still red. He laid his cheek upon it. 

“Do mogas often cut their wrists to get their own way?” he 
asked. If ever he grew impatient with Tama— though it was im- 
possible— but if he ever did, he would only need to see this wrist 
of hers, 

“It was what my father understood best,” she said quietly. ‘*When 
I did that he knew I meant what I said— that I would marry you.” 

This was sweet enough, he thought, to fill a man’s heart. But 
he wanted more. 

“And even if there had been a war,” he said, coaxing her, “yon 
would have married me — 1 know you would” 

He looked up at her, stUl holding' the wrist, ^ to see her eyes' wh^ 
dhe acknowledged it* 

• ’''..Blit she slrook her. head, her eyes too candid no|' to. be-; beHeved 
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^/“No, I wouldn’t, I-wan,” she said* ‘"If there had been a war I 
would have raarried General Seki. Don’t you know I said I would?’’ 

He could not believe even her eyes* 

*1 can’t believe you,” he said* 

‘Then you still don’t understand,” she replied quickly. “If there 
had been a war, I-wan, I would not have belonged to myself, but 
to my country. In times of war everyone belongs to the country ” 

“Old Seki isn’t tire country,” he said with scorn. 

He still held her wrist, but he felt strangely that it wats different. 
Why had she cut it? A moment ago it had seemed pathetic and 
wonderful to see this red line across its amber smoothness. 

“He is a very great general,” she said simply. “The Emperor 
trusts him.” 

When she said “The Emperor,” it was as though she spoke of all 
the gods. He felt suddenly again jedous of something he did not 
understand. 

“You must love only me,” he cried. He dropped her wrist and 
sitting up, he put his arms about her waist as she stood by him. 
Under his cheek he felt her firm soft belly and he could hear her 
heart. 

“I do love only you,” she answered quietly. She took his head in 
her hands. “I shall always love you.” 

“Then why do you say ‘if there had been war— ” He wanted 
her to say that this closeness would have been theirs, inevitably, 
though the world divided beneath them. 

, “That would have had nothing to do with my loving you,” she 
: said. She was touching his hair softly. “I-wan, see — as a Japanese, 
is my duty — 

' “Hushl” he cried. He did not want to hear her talk about duty. 

“I am your duty,” he muttered, “I — ^I! You have no other!” 

; ' He seized her wrist again and moved his tongue along the scar, 
fedmg its slight roughness with all his being. 

“t)on’t talk,” he whispered, “don’t let us talk.” 

' ;• ' nothing except to feel. In feeling there was no division 

betv^een: them. Their blood flowed together in the same rhythm, to 
That was the essentM between man and woman-— 
• ; .-iliat pfedyod,” saying nothing,’ but by delicate touches and 

herself ' tO; him. Suddenly after a few 
rnwOTent her hand, .half ;.shocfeA 
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It occurred to him that it was strange, surely, for a young girl oniy 
newly married to know how to do such a thing. He drew back, 
stammering. 

*'What did you say?'’ she asked. 

‘1 said, how do — you know — to do that?” 

She looked up at him from where she lay, her eyes full of pure 
and innocent surprise, 

‘‘But I was taught, of course,” she exclaimed, “by a very good 
old geisha.' My mother hired her to teach me ” 

She was so guileless, so innocent in her sophistication, that he 
was fascinated and horrified together. He sat up for a moment, 
struggling with himself, not knowing which was the stronger in 
him. 

“But what is it, I-wan?” Tama asked. 

“Your — realism,” he managed to say, “It’s — ^it frightens me.” 

He thought, “She will not know what I am talking about” 

But she did. She- watched him for a moment. Then she said in 
her calm practical way, “See reason, my husband. Would it be 
reasonable to allow a young woman to marry in ignorance of 
what will please the man she loves? I have been taught to make 
your clothes, to cook the food you like, to tend your house and 
your children. Should I know nothing of how to love you when we 
are alone? But that is the heart of our life. When the heart is sound, 
all the body is full of health,” 

But he muttered, “It is like — a courtesan.” 

“Oh, no!” she said quickly, and dropped his hand. She leaped 
up and reached for her robe, and he saw that now it was she who 
was shocked. These strange differences between them! What did 
they mean? He remembered the first time he had seen women in 
a public bath and how he had been horrified and how Bunji had 
said so calmly that the only harm was in looking at a woman 
naked. He had not understood that, but he had accepted it. Now 
she went quite away from him. She was standing by the window, 
fastening her robe tightly about her, tying the wide sash fast. He 
could see her hands trembling over the bow. Her back was turned 
to him. 

in-, the least— like a courtesan,” she said, her voice full ofi 
jsuddeJi' weepiiig* ^*1' am joiir wife. It as, I who will hear 
' ehidrem” 
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^lie took up the end of her sleeve and wiped her eyes quietly and 
then smoothed back her hair. 

Standing there with her shoulders drooping, she was suddenly 
intolerably pathetic and childish to him, a child doing as she had 
been taught* He went over to her impulsively. 

‘Ton are to forgive me/’ he said. “I command it/’ he added. 

Her shoulders straightened. 

i ^Tou needn’t command me/’ she said, without turning her head. 
I ^ After all, am I not a moga? A moga resents being Commanded, 
If even by her husband. Besides — only want to do what you like.” 
kV :Jie could see her lips quiver. Suddenly he wanted to laugh. This 
v; woman was dear to him, the dearest being in the world. He did 
hot care what she was or how inexplicable her ideas and behavior. 

I ^Sfe did^ppt care whether or not he understood her or what she 
|llL6ughti 'He only knew that his whole being accepted her* 
to me/’ he said with determination, 
her head then and her eyes stole around to his and 
locpced at each other. Then he saw in their deeps a smile rise 
like the ripple of light over water. She gazed at him a moment, and 
without a word, while he waited, she began loosening the sash 
f which she had just tied so firmly about her waist. 


It let himself think apart from her it was only to build 


at measure cut her oit also trom hers, ihey were two 
jeparate from all others as any two must be who mate 
\x own kind. Chinese and Japanese, they were foreign to 
^ The blood of their ancestors had not been the same 
cir very bones were not the same. He knew when he 
her body and at his own that their clay had never come 
soil. They met and mingled now for the first time, 
he loved her body, close as it was to his own, it was not 
flesh. His skeleton was slender and tall, and hers was 
She was not fat, but she could never be slender 
iHe loved her for the very earth quality which her body 
B;||ad;not, even as he lovol her for ,the very simplicities 
fcMften laughed. ' , ’ ■ ' 
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He loved her for simplicity the more because he knew complexity 
was his own curse. There was nothing he did which he might not 
have done in many diflerent ways, but for Tama there was only 
one way to do everything, and she had been taught that way. Even 
her pride in being independent and what she called modern, it 
seemed to him, only in reality made her more determined to do the 
thing as she had been taught to do. When he teased her for this, 
she could not understand what he meant, as he had teased her the 
evening it came to him when she was setting out the dishes of their 
meal in their hotel room. It was the last day of the seven he had 
allowed himself for their wedding pleasure. The next day they 
were to return to Nagasaki. He was to take Bunji’s place now, Mr. 
Muraki had decided. Tomorrow he and Tama would be in the 
small house they had taken for their new home on a hillside in a 
suburb of the city. Tonight, therefore, was an occasion, a feast, and 
Tama had ordered an especial dinner, and when it came, she 
dragged the low table to the open screens at the end of the room 
which overlooked the valleys and hills and far below under the 
night sky the twinkling lights along the seacoast. She would let 
him touch nothing. 

“No — ^no,” she explained, “please — is I who will arrange every- 
thing, Twan.” 

He sat down then and watched her, smiling inwardly. She was 
so serious, so busy, and every trifle was important. All afternoon 
when they were wandering about the hills together she had been 
searching for certain flowering grasses with which she planned to 
make a bouquet for the feast. When they came back she spent an 
hour arranging them, discarding almost all she had brought, and 
cutting and trimming in absorbed silence the few she had chosen. 
But he could not deny the perfection of what she had done. A few 
silvery-plumed stalks, standing, it seemed, in natural growth among 
their own long and graceful leaves — ^if he had not seen the intense 
care with which she had placed each leaf and each stalk, he would 
have said she had thrust them into the square pottery vase exactly 
as they grew. All her effort and the art which she had been care- 
fully taught were merely this — to make it seem not art but nature. 
It explained, he thought, much of Tama. 

& she arranged the table ^ and the dishes and the pot o£_ tea, $o; 
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she planned how they would sit and in what order cat the courses 
served them. Only when all this :was done and there was nothing 
left to place did she suddenly laugh and clap her hands* 

''Now!'' she cried merrily, "Now let us be happy!” 

"But you have been very happy, my Tama,” he said, laughing 
at her. "I have been watching you. You have been very happy 
arranging everything.” 

She stared at him across the tiny table at which they were sitting 
on the soft floor mats. 

"What do you mean?” she inquired. "I was only doing what 
should be done.” 

“No, what you liked,” he said gaily. “Do you think it is necessary 
to do all you did? The food could have been brought in and eaten.” 

“Oh, I-wan!” Her voice was full of pain. “But there is a way in 
which to do each thing in life — ^even the plainest. Why, I have 
been taught there is a way in which to sweep a room, that makes 
it more than mere sweeping, a way in which to serve tea, a way 
in which — 

“Moga — moga!” he cried joyously. 

She stopped. “You mean— as a moga — she faltered, “it is not 
necessary — I suppose,” she said very slowly. “I am really somewhat 
old-fashioned. It is true—I am, perhaps— more than I think,” 

He had hurt her, he perceived. He had taken the joy out of all 
her small arrangements, and he hated himself. 

“No — ^no,” he insisted, “I love it, I love all you do. Don't mind 
my teasing you, my heart. No, I won't tease you any more.” 

“Yes, you must tease me, I-wan, if you like,” she said quickly, 
‘I will learn to be teased.” 

She was so grave that he could scarcely keep from reaching 
across the table for her. He would have, indeed, except that a maid 
was bringing in a fish. Instantly Tama forgot. 

“I-wan, here is the fish!” she cried. “I chose it myself today in 
lhe::fooL..Now:f it, I-wan^^ because- 

».ftdT''.myseIf/:gave:''.^^ at The- kitchen;”-- 

“I shall like it,” he promised, ‘^and it is beautiful ” 

She separated the fish with a pair of silver chopsticks and he held 
out his bowl for her to fill and, she filled it and he took it and 
I . : ' ' > ? ' i-;-, ' , * ^ ' 

takei#hi^y^* ybn’gife 
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She blushed and he saw, or thought he saw, alarm in her eyes.^ 

"‘But you know I want to give you only what you want/* she 
said. 

"‘Yes, I know/* he said. He must, he perceived, make his way 
delicately with this young wife of his. She was old and new, child 
and woman togetlier. He must treat her as each and all together. 

In a moment she was laughing at him. Then they spoke of 
Bunji and of how he would have enjoyed such a feast as they were 
having, and how out of ail the world they would have minded him 
less than any other. Where he was they did not know, except now 
somewhere in China. And then Tama said, “Tell me about China. 
Is it like our country?” 

I-wan shook his head first, and then said, “Yes, it is — no, I dan*t 
know. No, it is not like.” He thought of the strong racial difference 
between Tama’s body and his own. That difference went into 
mind and thinking and feeling. They would hurt each other again 
and again because of that difference. 

He waited for Tama to ask him more. But she did not. Instead 
she rose and put out all the lights except one. The maid had taken 
the last dishes and left them fresh tea, and Tama brought her bowl 
and sat beside him at ease, now that the feast was over. She had 
forgotten China and whether it was like what she knew or not. 

Instead she was gazing out across the mountains, her whole look 
one of peace and pleasure. His eyes went with her and for a 
moment they were silent. And in the siilence all differences faded 
and they were simply together, man and wife. This union of man 
and woman — ^it was the deepest in life — deeper than race and 
ancestry. He was not afraid of his marriage. He would give Iiim" 
self to it, for it was his only world. He had no world into which he 
could take her, but he would enter as far as he could into her 
world. But the real world would be the new world which they 
would make. A new world— he put the phrase away with the 
shock of old pain. No, nothing so important and large as a new 
world. What he and Tama would make would be a small secure 
place, large enough only for themselves and their children* Their 
children would be like them, without a country of their own. They 
would need the more the small close security of hoiiie. It occurred 
to him now, for the first time, that his children might not thank 
for being ttheir father. They might: even have preferred.Jia old 
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Ja|)anese general In Shanghai, he remembered, there were certain 
people, born of mixed blood, who were nothing. But that was white 
blood and yellow — intolerable mixture. His children and Tama*s 
would at least not look as those did. 

‘*Tama!” he cried, *Vhat are you .thinking about?’’' 

It seemed to him suddenly necessary to hear her wice. 

am thinking of our house,” she answered peacefully. am 
thinking of how I shall arrange everything.” 

‘'Ah, I wish we need never go down from this memntain!” he 
cried with passion. ‘It has been so safe and so quiet — we have 
been alone together as though there were no one else in the world.” 

It seemed to him at this moment that the whole world lay in 
turmoil about this one peaceful spot where they sat alone in the 
stillness of evening. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t like to live all the time on top of a mountain,” 
Tama said. “It is too difScuIt ” 

“Difficult?” he repeated, 

“Yes,” she said, “to get meat and vegetables and charcoal and all 
the things we need every day.” 

“Ah,” he said, thoughtfully, “of course it would be difficult.” 

The things of every day— they had not occurred to him. 

The days ran after each other so quickly that before he could lay 
hold of one to treasure it another had come. They went nowhere, 
except he to his work, now again in his old office, but alone since 
•Bunji was gone. From it he hurried back to Tama in their small 
clean house. And day followed day^^ and month slipped into month, 
and they wanted no change, he because it was such sweet change to 
have this house and this woman for his own, and she because 
surely Tama was the goddess of everyday things. He thought, “I 
have never known her really until now,” 

For now, he perceived that it was in doing her everyday tasks 
that she seemed most free. When they had been together on the 
mountain she had been, he thought, perfect— a little more than 
perfect, he had sometimes felt, as though she had set for herself 
a pattern of what she would be at such a time and had faithfully 
followed the pattern. But now in her eagerness and in her being 
so busy in making the house as she wanted it, she forgot to keep 
her hair always smooth and her sash straight and uncrumpled. 
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Instead she ran about m a cotton kimono girdled with a strip df 
the same cloth instead o£ a sash, and she tied back her long sleeves 
in the way the small maidservant did, and her hair was loosened, 
and more than half the time when he came home those first days 
to his noon meal she had a smudge on her nose or her cheek from 
the charcoals upon which she cooked his dinner. 

There was always a good dinner for him. She was a zealous 
cook because, he found, she loved cooking. A soup, different each 
day, and twh dishes at least, awaited him. And each dish was a 
surprise. She made great excitement over lifting the cover and 
disclosing a boned fish or tiny balls of meat or chicken steamed to 
tenderness and hid under a sauce of fresh bean curd smoothed into 
a gravy. 

*'How can you know so much?” he cried. 

"‘Ah, you don’t imagine how much more I know!” she answered 
proudly. "T still have scores of things I haven’t made for you.” 

He had always thought eating was of no importance. And since 
he had lived alone he had taken a sort of pride in eating anyhow, 
as if in an unconscious expiation for the wastefulness of his father’s 
house. Often he sat down in a cheap restaurant to a bowl of noodles 
in meat broth, such as a ricksha puller might eat also, and he 
thought, doggedly, “It is good enough for anyone.” 

But this was better, Tama was frugal enough to satisfy him. 
She cooked enough to make him well fed, and yet there was no 
waste. It amused him to see her calculate, with a pretty frown, how 
much the small maidservant would need. In his father’s house the 
servants robbed the stores and no one heeded it. He liked to think 
that in his house Tama’s careful hands measured and took account. 
He thought sometimes of En-lan, and he wished that En-Ian could 
see him now. There was nothing to be ashamed of now in his 
home, before rich or poor. ^ ^ 

This small house set upon a terraced corner of the MU beyond 
the city came to be to I-wan the place of perfection in the world. 
It was so plain, so clean, so quiet. The floors were covered with 
silvery white mats, and the walls were latticed paper screens that 
were drawn back and thrown into one great space for the day’s 
living; But at’ night they yrere drawn together again and made 
:Sma4,co$y, separaf:^ rooms, one for his books, where he might. 
;'|:ead: ap-d ttpdy';an4 spioke a pipe while Tama finished the 'evening 



100 THE PATRIOT 

rxleal, and one where he and Tama slept together the deep secure 
sleep o£ those eternally in love with each other. And around the 
house was a small uneven garden where he and Tama worked and 
planted on Sundays and where Mr. Muraki came and sat and gave 
them endless advice. 

And. beyond was the sea.. 

*The sea/’ Mr, Muraki murmured after long pondering, **the 
garden must be shaped to the sea. The sea is the scene set for it. 
It must, therefore, lead the eyes beyond its own coniines toward 
that horizon,” 

He came Sunday after Sunday up the rocky winding street 
which led up the hill to their house, and with him they laid the 
garden, plant by plant, rock by rock. In these peaceful hours it 
was hard to remember that this happily excited old man was that 
stern one who had ordered no mourning for his dead son, the one 
who had been ready to give up his only daughter. But in this old 
man there was this gentleness and all that other sternness, too. 
There was no reconciling them. They were only to be accepted, as 
everything was to be accepted. To his accustomed hands they left 
the final trimming away of the branches and old shrubberies. And 
his hands with their old delicate rudilessness cut and cut again, 
until Twan in a panic thought, ''There will be nothing left. After 
all, it is a very small garden.’* 

But when it was finished it appeared that Mr. Muraki was right. 
He had left what was essential. And only now indeed could they 
see what was essential. For he had so cut and shaped that die trees 
looked gnarled and bent with a strange beauty as though the sea 
itself had disciplined them to these shapes. 

'‘Come here/’ Mr. Muraki said, his face all shining with sweat 
and excitement. '‘Come here to the house.” 

They stood with him, then, where the screens were drawn back 
in the house. Before them the garden lay like a path, and at the 
end of it the trees divided a$ if die winds had driven them apart 
to make a gate forever open to the sea. 


niitnmn so ^ quickly. 'thfl-Fwan could not believe it But 
aipg.when they rosei.'^ama said, "There was frost ,kst 
j'he' wmt- tO- she !caine into the garden with 
if ' that the': grass 'blades were edged with; frosty 
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and the moisture around the stones had frozen into silver sprays,'^ 
When he came home in the late afternoon he found her again in 
the garden sweeping the first fallen leaves. 

"Is it autumn?” he asked unbelievingly. 

She nodded joyously. Her cheeks were red with her work in the 
sharp pure air, and she looked younger than ever — especially when 
suddenly she thought of something and looked indignant. 

"‘The chrysanthemum heads are showing their colors,” she said. 
""Two of thehl'^ are not the right color.” 

These chrysanthemums they had planted together from pots they 
had bought from a vendor a month ago. There were six of them, 
which was as much as they could put into a corner of their garden. 
She took his hand and pulled him over to see. 

“Those two — they are common yellow ones,” she said, “and we 
wanted all red and gold.” 

“I suppose he had too many,” he said, smiling at her indignation. 

“If I ever see him,” she said vigorously, "‘I shall make him pay 
us back.” 

She began sweeping again as she spoke, 

“I am sure you will,” he answered laughing. “Wait until I get 
a broom.” 

He went into their small kitchen and found a broom and they 
were sweeping together, when suddenly she stopped and sat down 
to rest on the bamboo bench. 

“Are you already tired?” he asked, and was surprised when she 
nodded her head. It was not like Tama ever to tire. 

“Are you w^ell?” he asked again. 

“Very well,” she replied. 

He kept on at his sweeping, looking up now and then to see her. 
Each time she was gazing out across the quiet evening ocean. 

“What do you see?” he asked at last and went to her to see what 
she saw.’ ' 

“I wish I knew your parents,” she said suddenly. “I wish I knew 
what your family is and how your home looks over there” She 
pointed across the ocean. 

He had not thought of his parents in months. After his marriage 
he had written to them and had sent them a picture of himself and 
Tama m their wedding garments, and Ms father had written back 
I m A neyer wmte letters hut she 
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'presents o£ silk and embroidered satins* Tama had admired them 
and kept them now put away with their precious scrolls and paint- 
ings which had been given them at their wedding. 

Now he seemed suddenly to see, far across that water shining in 
the twilight, the great square house in which he had growm from 
a child. He could almost smell the odor of it, that odor which used 
to be waiting for him as he opened the door when he came home 
from school, compounded of his grandmother’s opium and the old 
smell of long hung curtains and deep dusty carpets and polished 
old woods. He breathed in this clean ocean air to cleanse that other 
from his memory. 

“Why do you want to see them?” he ashed her. 

“Because,” she answered solemnly, “I am about to become truly 
one of your family.” 

At first he could not understand what she meant. 

“I mean,” she said, seeing this in his eyes, “that until now I have 
belonged only to you. I have been a part of you. But I am going 
to have a child. To us- that means that I shall belong altogether to 
your family and no more to my, own.” 

He had thought sometimes in the night of this moment. They 
had never spoken of it. He had been shy of speaking of it, and she 
had seemed to think only of their life together. 

He had wondered, “How will she tell me?” For he had thought 
a good deal about his own sons, and even whether or not he wanted 
any sons. Daughters mattered less. He could marry them to good 
young Japanese men. But if he had sons, would they not be 
Chinese? And how could he explain to them why they were not 
living in their own country? There were times when he was afraid 
of his own unborn sons* And now Tama, when she told him there 
would be a child, spoke first of his family. He had told her very 
little about them and nothing of why his father had sent him away. 
None of his past, it seemed to him, had anything to do with her. 

Besides, he was never sure she would understand if he told her* 
She had been taught so great a terror of the word revolution that 
whenever he had thought of telling her about himself, and he 
longed to tell her everything, he was afraid to do it, even though he 
he had never been a tme revolutionist, as^Endan 
'.had^t^ep. ^ " - ' ' . ' , 

; j ; pne nf ;diosc ■ Who- are bom to be in rebellion 
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somewhere and anywhere. If it had not been in his own countryf 
it would have been abroad. In revolution he found his only satis- 
faction and peace. He did not love the people for whom he fought. 
He only loved the fight. But I-wan had loved the people more than 
the fight, and he perceived this in himself, that in his heart he 
hated fighting. It was more true, he reasoned, to tell Tama nothing 
and let her see him only as he now was, because this was he more 
than that I-wan had been who had gone with En-Ian. He had 
never even told her why he had not taken her to his home. 

“Shall we go to your home now?” she asked. “I-wan, why are 
you silent? Don’t you want the child?” 

She had taken alarm at his uncertain looks, and he made haste 
to assure her. 

“Of course I want the child!” he exclaimed. “I have thought a 
hundred times of this moment. No, I shall not take you home ” 

“Why not?” she persisted. “It would be suitable for me to meet 
my father-in-law and my mother-in-law.” 

“I thought you were a moga!” he retorted, trying to make his 
voice gay. “I thought modern girls didn’t want to meet their 
mothers-in-law ” 

“I am a moga, I-wan,” she declared. It always made him want to 
smile to hear this favorite declaration of hers. But now he would 
not even smile lest she be hurt. He was learning that this little 
Japanese wife of his did not like him to laugh at her. 

“But there are some things which are only right,” he finished 
for her. 

“How did you guess my words?” she asked. 

He might have answered, “Because I have heard you say them 
before.” But this also he had learned not to say. Instead he said, 
“It is what you think, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, and especially now,” she replied very gravely. And after an 
instant’s pause she went on, “When a woman is to have a child, it 
is strange, but her moga feelings are quieted. She thinks instead of 
old ways and of how she can protect the child. She thinks of 
family.” ' , ' ' ' ' 

“My family cannot protect him, I think,” he said in a low voice. 

“But I thought your father was rich?” she inquired. “And you 
said he was powerful” 

-'He blight, he felt,- to teE her 'ribat even Ms 'father’s wealth 
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power were perhaps not enough to protect a child born of a 
Japanese woman. But he could not. The words would destroy 
something in this quiet secure home. They would stay in her mind 
and hide in her heart like a disease. She would not be able to forget 
them, and at last she would' hold them even against him. No, he 
could not say, loving her as he did wdth his whole heart, ‘'My 
people hate yours, Tama*— not when together they were to unite 
into this child. 

“I want you for my own,” he muttered, and put his arm about 
her shoulder, “Stay moga, Tama. I, too, am mobo. We live apart, 
you and L We don’t need any family. We are enough for each 
other — will be enough for our children.” 

She looked at him doubtfully. “They cannot always live just with 
us,” she said. “We will grow old and die.” 

“But there will be a lot of them then,” he replied, “and we ‘will 
teach them to be enough for each other.” 

“The house will be too small for them,” she said. 

“We will cut back the hill and add more rooms,” he retorted. 

“It . would be cheaper to move into a bigger house,” she said 
tlioughtfully. 

But he would not have this. 

“No, Tama, no,” he declared. ^'We will never leave this house. 
I should feel it an evil omen to leave it.” 

“Oh, and you a mobol” she cried. “A mobo believing in omens!” 

They laughed together so heartily over this nothing that at last 
she wiped her eyes on her sleeves and demanded of him, “What 
were we talking about before we grew so silly, I-wan?” 

“I believe,” he said, “that you had said we are to have a child — 
a daughter, Tama.” 

“No, never — a son, of course!” she corrected him quickly. 

“I should like a small girl,” he told her. 

“I shall certainly have a son,” she declared. 

They were laughing and again forgetting everything. 

fi ‘had not yet come home., A year before there had been a 
mnee in Shanghai. It was, not important, the papers had said 

clashed with "'some^' Japthesc 

4 -few* days: later ^ Muraki ' 
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said Bunji had been ordered to Shanghai. It did not seem important^ 
when now, a year later, Bunji was still away and Mr. Muraki said 
it would be summer before he came. For in the midst of this spring 
Fwan’s first son was born. 

He had never seen before the cycle of birth. If he had been a 
village child as En-lan had been it would have held no mysteries. 
Among common people, he knew, the union of man and 'woman 
and the coming of a child were as usual as food and drink and 
sleep. Nothirfg’Nvas hidden. But in the great foreign house in which 
he had lived, none of these things were seen. If a slave girl con- 
ceived by accident and could not cast the child by any herbs and 
medicines, she was sent away, his mother declaring she would not 
have dogs and cats and crying children in the house. And I-wao 
himself was the youngest. 

So he came freshly to the birth of his own child, and so it was 
a miracle to him. It was a miracle to see Tama at this work of hers, 
eating and drinking one thing and another to make the child wise, 
to make him strong, to make his teeth grow out straight and white, 
to ensure the blackness of his hair and eyes and that his skin be 
smooth. And yet he must not be too large to be safely born. On a 
certain day, when she announced his coming to her own family, 
she bound a girdle about herself and changed her food to keep him 
strong and yet small. And though I-wan wondered how she knew 
all these things, she hired an old midwife to help her as the time 
went on. 

But nothing would persuade Tama to cease her work at cooking 
and cleaning, at sweeping, and tending the garden. She did these 
things until the moment of the child^s birth. “It will keep me 
strong/' she declared and would not spare herself. Nor would she 
have a doctor to help her. 

“If you hear I am to die, then call a doctor/' she told hwan, 
“and put it to him that he is to save me. Otherwise this midwife 
is good enough. I have taught her to wash her hands and to boil 
whatever she uses/' 

j '■ He would have protested that she; ought, as a moga,;to use more 
\ ' ‘ , science in the birth of their cihild, , “After ^ ^11, a midwife— -the 
^ 'Women of past ages did no better// But; she- silenced him with her 
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4im. ‘If we have a Hoctor he will make me go into a hospital and 
our child will lie in a room with scores of others. I want to give 
birth to him here. I will take care, I-wan. I have been taught about 
germs, too.” 

He had to yield to her then. Yes, he too would like his child 
born in this house. 

‘‘And when I know the time is come,” she said, “you are to go 
away, I-wan, where you can*t hear me. And you are not to come 
until I send the maidservant for you ” 

“I leave you?” he cried. “But — ” 

She would not let him go on. 

“Yes, you are to leave me,” she declared. “It is my task ” 

And she’ would have it so. On that mild day of early summer 
when he rose in the morning, he saw her changed. 

“It is begun!” she said. “Hurry, hurry — go away.” 

“But where?” he cried, dismayed. “Where shall I go?” 

“Why, to work, of course,” she answered. 

“As I do any other day?” he cried, astounded. “I can’t work 
today!” 

“Yes — yes — yes,” she answered in little gasps. “You can — ^you 
must. Don’t think — ^just work — ^as usual. Say to yourself — ^‘What 
Tama is about today is very usual. It will happen again and again* 
I must go on with my work.’ ” 

“I shan’t be able to,” he declared. 

“But you must, as soon as you have eaten your breakfast.” 

And she served him, though he tried to make her rest, because 
she said it would be good for the child and make him strong if she 
were strong. When at last he saw that indeed he could do nothing 
with her, that every few minutes she turned white and held back 
a groan and the sweat burst out on her clear skin, he rushed off as 
she had commanded him to do. She would have her own way, he 
perceived, forever. And he loved her and would let her have it, he 
thought, remembering that sweat at . the edges of her dark hair and 
upon her nose and soft upper lip. She was always right, in herself. 

And before noon the little maidservant came and told him he 
had a son. He left everything at once as it was and hastened as he 
' had ' rievet' 'ill I his life for any .cause. Rickshas begged him to. ride, 
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"T can go faster on my own legs,” he shouted and they roared^ 
after him their laughter. ''He goes to meet a beloved mistress,” 
they said. 

This he could not stand. He stopped one moment to shout back 
at them, ‘1 have a new-born son!” and rushed on up the narrow 
hill road to his house. 

Madame Muraki was there and came out to meet him/her soft 
face flushed. 

'It is a strong child,” she said. “I had none better, except perhaps 
Akio” 

He checked his speed and remembered to bow to her and then 
wished she had not spoken of the dead Akio at such a moment. 
It was an ill omen to speak of the dead, his mother had always 
said, on the day a child was born. 

But when he saw the child he forgot it He was compelled to 
laugh. For this son of his, with the trick the new-born have of 
looking for a few days like the old, looked exactly like his own 
grandfather, the old general. There was not a trace of Tama in 
his small frowning majestic face. I-wan’s own blood had prevailed. 

When his son was a little more than three months old, in the 
midst of Tama’s enormous preparation for the Feast of the First 
Meal, when, as Tama explained to I~wan, the baby was to be given 
rice boiled in milk and also a little broth, and when everyone in 
the family must be invited to dine, Bunji came home. 

Years later I-wan was to look on Bunji’s return as the beginning 
of what was to come. But on that day it seemed of no importance, 
except the pleasure of his presence. Tama said, "How luckily it 
comes about that Bunji is here for the feast!” And I-wan himself 
thought of it only with joy in seeing Bunji, and in showing him 
the child. He went himself, the morning of the feast day, to meet 
the ship which was to bring back the soldiers being returned from 
Shanghai, and waited, with Mr. Muraki, for Bunji to separate 
himself from the stream of brown-clad men who poured across the 
gangplank as soon as it was put down. 

. Bunji was among the last. They saw him before he saw them. 
iTliey saw him pause, 'as though he were bewildered, as he stepped 
'f ‘ppqn the 'shore, and he did not, hear Fwan^S'diout He started away , 
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^and was about to go on with the others when I-wan ran after him 
and caught him by the shoulder, shouting to him, “Bunji, where 
are you going? We are here ” 

Bunji turned, and Bwan saw instantly that the many months of 
being a soldier had changed him. It was not merely that I-wan 
had never seen him in uniform with his bowed legs in puttees. 
Bunji’s face was changed. It was no longer an open tranquil youth- 
ful face. It had hardened and his big mouth, w^hich had only been 
laughing and somewhat shapeless before, now seemed coarsened 
and even cruel. 

But he laughed, when he saw I-wan, with something of his old 
laughter. 

“I was about to keep on with those fellows I have been with so 
long/' he exclaimed. 

'‘Your father is here, waiting,” I-wan said, "and you are to come 
to my home today for our son's feast.” 

"So!” Bunji exclaimed. He went with I-wan and met his father, 
bowed and laughed and shouted, "But I must bathe, I-wan, and 
dress myself, I haven't had a good bath since I left home.” 

"Everything is waiting for you,”, Mr. Muraki said. He was very 
quiet, but his eyes never moved from his son. They all climbed 
into a waiting taxicab. 

"And so you and, Tama have a son,” Bunji said. 

"As like my grandfather as a small photograph,” I-wan said. 
"You will laugh when you see him — ^though he is less like than at 
first. I confess, when I first saw my son, my impulse was to put 
a Chinese general's uniform on him and hang a medal on his 
breast. I felt I owed it to him.” 

Mr. Muraki smiled dimly and Bunji laughed as though he knew 
I-wan expected it. Then he said with sharpness, "A Japanese gen- 
eral’s uniform will one day be more suitable, I suppose.” 

I-wan did not answer. He looked at Bunji, not knowing whether 
he meant to tease him or whether he was in earnest*— to tease, he 
decid#d|^ after a moment. , : , ' 

Evei^thing was the same, about Bunji, I-wan thought, still not 
having answered him,, except something completely changed within 
.'h|3^*/|ic\t^l|:ed^ he kughedjj-' hci moved as he, always did. But- the 
old seemed to be himself a$ he was. Now ' when 
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he talked;, he seemed to be thinking of something else. And even, 
his laughter seemed only a surface stir as though beneath it there 
was gloom. 

But nothing could be said of this now. I-wan went with them to 
the gate of Mr. Muraki*s house, and there they parted, 
meet in less than an hour,” he said. 

''At two o'clock,” Mr. Muraki agreed. 

Bot^Bunji said nothing. He seemed still tlhnldng of something 
else. ^ 


In the midst of the crowded hotel room while the feast wore on, 
Biinji said very little, though he sat beside I-wan. The rite of feed- 
ing the child had taken place, and all had gone as it should. Every- 
one had admired the small boy, and especially when he sturdily 
refused to swallow the strange food thrust into his mouth and spat 
it out again upon his new silken robe and burst into a roar of 
weeping. He wore a boy's coat for the first time, and his head 
had been freshly shaved, bald in a circle at the top, and then a 
fringe of straight soft black hair. Bunji, watching him, turned to 
I-waa. ’ • ■ 

"I would know he was not Japanese,” he said. 

"Yes, that’s evident,” I-wan answered. 

It was at this moment that he caught Bunji’s look, fiixed on him 
with a strange and secret hostility. He was astonished, as though 
Bunji had drawn a dagger against him. But he could say nothing 
in this room full of murmuring and admiring people. He withdrew 
his eyes and moved a h’ttle away from Bunji and tried to imagine 
why Bunji should have changed to him. 

Had something happened between Bunji and his own father in 
Shanghai? Yet so far as he knew they had never met. He had writ- 
ten to his father and given him the name of Bunji's regiment and 
station. But his father had written to him that it was not safe to 
receive Japanese callers. There was a band of young men who had 
organized themselves for assassinations, and they had only recently 
killed another banker for seeming to be friendly with a Japanese 
captain. 'To Mr. Muraki he wrote regretting that an illness pre-^’ 
vented him JErom ^returning the; kindness shown to I-wtn. But 
hoped/ in time' "to come, when •mutual understanding increased^: 
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and Mr. Muralci had replied saying that between them, at least, 
now that they were united in their grandson, all was understood, 

Tama had said, opening her eyes, “Why doesn’t your father like 
Bunji?” 

And I“Waii had hastened to say, “How can he dislike him when 
he has never seen him?” 

“I don’t know,” she answered, staring at him thoughtfully, as 
she nursed the baby at her full young bosom. 

“Neither do I,” I-wan said, and before she could speak again he 
had knelt beside her and put his arms about them both. “Yon make 
me completely happy,” he whispered. And she had taken up his 
hand and laid her cheek in its palm and forgotten what she had 
asked. 

He could not talk to Bunji here or today— it was not suitable- 
hut he would talk with him and know what Bunji meant. He gave 
himself determinedly to being the host, deferring to the elder guests, 
and especially to Mr. Muraki at the head of the table and to 
Madame Muraki. Everyone was gay and full of courtesy, and Tama 
had seen to the dishes and busied herself with directions to the hotel 
cook for each one, and to look at them all on this late summer after- 
noon it seemed that none of them had any thought beyond the 
pleasure of eating and drinking and looking at the baby, who slept 
peacefully in his nest upon the maidservant’s back. 

“He sleeps like a Japanese, at least,” Bunji said once to I-wan. 

“How — what do you mean?” I-wan paused to ask, 

Bunji nodded at the child’s bobbing head. 

“We can sleep anywhere, we Japanese, because we begin like 
that. We can sleep in noise and movement and any confusion. We 
can sleep even in the midst of cannon firing, if we are off duty 
for a few moments. It is the secret of our endurance in war.” 

I-wan looked at the peaceful innocent face of his small son. 
His eyes were closed and his little mouth was pouted and rosy. 

“He doesn’t look as though he were being trained for war,” he 

; said, laughing. ' ^ \ . 

But Bunji was sipping his wine gravely and he did not answer. 
And I-wan felt suddenly alone, as though he had been separated 
' • He was" conscious' for. the first time in the day 

that after all he was different irom aU of them, even indeed from 
. his \mxJ ’ ' ' ' ‘ ' 
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He could not, lie found, immediately ask Bunji what was changed 
in him. In the first place he was not sure, after a few days had 
passed, that Bunji was aware of change. Then also it was im- 
possible to assume the old relationship until Mr. Muraki had made 
it clear who was to be the head in the office. I-wan had resigned 
from his own place, in order to make this decision easier, and yet 
he was, he felt foolishly, somewhat hurt when Mr. Muraki ac- 
cepted it and placed Bunji over him, and gave him only the second 
place. Their salaries were so nearly the same, it is true, that I-wan 
could not complain of that. His was not decreased, but Bunji 
was given a little more. 

And I-wan, again he felt foolishly, was the more hurt because 
at home Tama accepted this as a matter to be expected. 

‘'Father is very kind not to give us any less now that Bunji has 
returned,’^ she said. 

It was impossible for I-wan to tell her that it was difficult for 
him to take the lower place now and to have to ask Bunji if such 
and such were the right order to give and to see the clerks begin 
to go to Bunji instead of to him. But most difficult of all was still 
to perceive the change in Bunji himself. Where once he had been 
careless and easy to please, he was now become meticulous and 
careful of every detail of I-wan’s work. Once he rebuked I-wan 
sharply for not overseeing himself the packing of a consignment 
of cheap dishes to be shipped to a great New York department 
store. I-wan made himself smile. But he could not forbear saying, 
“You yourself have done worse, Bunji. I seem to remember Akio 
complaining of that.’’ 

“The army has educated me,” Bunji retorted, and turned to his 
own office. He had wanted an office alone, and I-wan had been 
moved into another room with two clerks. It was not so easy to 
see Buujx as it had been. 

But indeed this change in Bunji, manifest in many ways, became 
a great hurt to I-wan. His only resource was to go home more stead- 
fastly as the months passed to find refuge in Tama and in their 
small son. In her bustling and busy care of them both he found his 
comfort. She had the genius of reality. By her warm matter-of-fact 
ways and her ready speech and quick response to his least need, she 
ma4e him feci rooted and secure nnd able each morning to go oiit 
to his work. Through her he had, unioix with life had peojple. Her ‘ 
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people were his because she was his and made all that was hers 
his. She could so tell the story of the small happenings of the day 
while he had been gone that through her very telling he felt close 
to life and near to people, though in reality he knew almost no one. 
And then there were all the things which the growing child did. 
He had been given the name of Jojiro, and they called him Jiro, 
He knew his name already, and Tama complained proudly that he 
was troublesome because he was wanting to creep too early and 
that meant he would want to walk before he was a year old and he 
must not, and it would take someone's whole time to keep him 
from it, and he would cry when he was prevented because he was 
so willful he went into a rage if he were denied anything. 

‘‘That’s because you are a Chinese, Jiro,” I-wan told his son, 
who at that moment was sitting erect upon the mat, chewing at the 
large dog of papier-mache which had been given him as the guard- 
ian of ‘all his dreams while he slept. 

“Is that what is wrong with him?’' Tama cried, and then seeing 
what he was doing, she shrieked and snatched the dog away. “No 
Japanese child would eat up his guardian dog, at least!” she cried, 
while Jiro wept with all his might. 

No, I-wan was never lonely in his home. For that matter, it was 
diiSicult to put a name to any moment when he was treated less 
well by anyone than he had been before. The people on the street 
were as courteous to him as ever. When he went into a shop to 
buy cigarettes for himself or a toy for Jiro, the shopkeeper was as 
eager as ever to please him. Why, then, did he feel that the courtesy 
was not quite what it had been? It was not the courtesy, he im- 
agined, at least, which people gave to each other, but that which 
they gave to a guest. He was not sure whether even this was true, 
any more than he could be sure that it was quite true that Mr. 
Muraki was more withdrawn than he had been. Once he men- 
tioned this to Tama, and she said robustly, “I-wan, you are always . 
too , ready to imagine. Father is growing old, that is all, and age 
cools him as it does everyone. He forgets me, too ” 

He accepted this, and yet as time went on he still felt a change. 
He examined himself, then, to discover what it was he really felt, 

made-the-'^ifference,'^-' 

,qi4y,,ihingJoliure'^ tb..telLHm,.,so*Torit-was..riecessary...l 

ed^:4bout':-him Ae,^'Sx:f)port of' those 'Who-^ 
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were faithful to him. He wished sometimes now that he had made 
other friends outside the Muraki family. But he had not, beyond a 
few men to whom he spoke a. few words when he met them at a 
cafe or a theater. To them all, he knew, he was known as Mr. 
Muraki’s son-in-law. It now occurred to him that after Mr. Muraki 
died, if life went on as it was, he would be known merely as Bunji 
Muraki’s brother-in-law. It would not be pleasant unless Bunji 
went back to being his old self. 

Then he put these thoughts aside and went doggedly on with 
his work. He had made his place here, and as the world was now, 
it would not be easy to do it again. He must bear with Bunji. And 
he learned to do this. 

And when he came home and saw Jiro walking and heard him 
begin to talk and when Tama began to fret because now Jiro was 
past a year old and it was time she had another child, so that he 
laughed at her impatience to be about her business, then it seemed 
nothing was really too hard to bear in the daytime, if it brought 
him this at night, 

Bunji, before he went to the army, was a youth who could drink 
scarcely a cup of wine without growing dizzy from it and wanting 
to sleep. But now he was able to drink a great deal and liked to do 
so. More than once he had come back to the office after his midday 
meal, his temples red, to shout' out his commands and to laugh too 
loudly. On one of these days he thrust his head into I-wan*s room. 

‘‘There you arc!” he roared. “Working like an old man! What 
has Tama done to you? You used to be a companion, but now you 
are nothing but Tama’s husband!” 

Bunji bellowed out a laugh and the two clerks made themselTes 
busy over their desks as if they saw and heard nothing. 

“I am also Jiro’s father,” I-wan said, smiling a little, and looking 
up from his desk, 

' “A manJs always someone’s father, sooner or latfcl:/* ?Unji 
torfcdi '“Come* stop work, Twan;”' ' ■ - ’ « „ ^ ■ 

' “To I-wan inquired*^ , ^ ^ 

: ^ ‘.^Cctoe mill ;)^th me to a- cafc/> Sunji said. “ISfo more work— y/ 
top, declared to two ■dietks*' They'rf\,/i; 

! ly . ah4 tod remained, standito-' I-wan ‘ said ' i ' 

'■"Mi tito' la'todit W Son}! " wept -away toey 'Would ' 

' I r ? ^'’1 ^ . I ‘ ^ 'I ‘ V ' ; ’ ' ' ' ' ' > . ^ . ‘ ' M , 
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^ork until five o’clock, which was the proper end to their day. 
But, it occurred to him, here might be his good chance to talk 
deeply with Buiiji and to discover what had come to change him. 
Fie rose therefore and put on his hat. 

'1 will come/’ he said. He nodded at the two clerks, who perfectly 
understood that he was humoring the son of the proprietor of the 
business, and then walked with Bunji out into the street. 

It was autumn, and vendors were carrying on poles across their 
shoulders baskets of potted chrysanthemums of every and color. 
Two years ago when he and Tama were first married tiiey had 
bought them to plant in a corner of their garden, and now they 
had spread until this year they were a knot of color. Mr. Muraki 
looked at them and disapproved. He said, “There should be no 
temporary distraction of flowers in a garden,” But Tama wanted 
them and so they had been kept. At this moment I-wan saw a 
vendor carrying an especial flower which she loved, whose petals 
were red and gold together, and he stopped and said to the man, 
“Do you know the road which winds up the west side of the moun-y 
tain from the city?” 

The man nodded vehemently. 

“Go up until on the right you see a small house roofed in green 
; tiles which looks out between two great pines to the sea, and go 
; in and tell the mistress her husband sent you.” 

“How will she know* I saw you?” the man asked shrewdly. 

“Look at me,” I-wan replied. “Tell her how I look — ^and say 
also, if she doubts, that I am a Chinese.” 

“So,” the man said wondering, “you are a Chinese! But yon look 
much like us. I have never seen a Chinese before. But of course 
everyone has heard of them.” 

He looked as though he were long of wind, and I-wan nodded 
to dismiss him and went on with Bunji. 

“I suppose Tama is an obedient wife now and no longer a moga,” 
Bunji said, half sneering as he spoke. “I suppose she will buy the 
flowers like a good Japanese wifc.’^ 

• “She won’t buy them if she doesn’t want tliem at his price,” I-wan 
■p.id reasonably. Bunji was just drunk enough so he must not mind 

he 'said. ’ ’ • , * . 

ailypu Chinese!” Bunji said ..OTjrnfulIy^ , “Hah, ’ 

£0 fifiook his head largely. . 
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They were passing a small cafe, now with a few outdoor tables 
and chairs, and he sat down heavily at a table and slapped the 
metal top so that it sounded like a tin drum, A thin-faced girl 
ran out, 

'^BeerP’ Bunji shouted. '1 suppose you can drink beer?*’ he in- 
quired of I-wan. 

^‘Certainly/’ I-wan replied. 

'‘‘Beer for one,” Bunji cried to the girl, “For me, whisky ” 

“So—” the 'girl whispered. 

“At once!” 

She disappeared. 

“I hate the English;, so I drink their whisky ” Bunji explained 
when she was gone. 

“You used not to drink much,” I-wan replied. 

“Oh, so,” Bunji retorted, “yes, I used to be a very good 
boy, didn’t I? Well, now I am better. I know how to drink 
and I know other things also.” 

The street was quiet in the afternoon sun, but it was a small 
street. Across it a woman bathing her child looked up curi- 
ously. 

“Let us go inside,” I-wan suggested. “That woman is listening 
to you ” 

“Women,” Bunji \ declared in a loud voice, “are all fools” 
He laughed senselessly, rose, stumbled, and would have fallen 
if I-wan had not caught him. They went into the little cafe 
and sat down in a corner and the girl came with bottles and 
cups. I-wan paid her and gave her an extra coin. 

“Turn on the phonograph as long as it will last for that, 
and when it is used, come to me again and I will add another 
to it,” he said. In a moment the room was full of scraping 
noisy music, and no one could hear Bunji except I-wan. I-wan 
began to sip his beer and Bunji poured himself whisky and 
drank it by mouthfuls. 

“Nevertheless, I am going to be married,” he announced to 
Lwan. 

“Have you so decided?” I-wan inquired politely. 

“Yes,” Bunji declared, “it is the only thing. Poor Akio!” he 
sighed and shook his head. “He never learned that all women 
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“More than enough,” I-wan replied gravely. ^ 

“Ah, there you are vtTong!” Bunji cried in triumph. “I drink 
until I see the tables begin to circle in the air. Then I know 
it is enough. But they are still in place. So-I must keep on” 

He sighed, and drank again. “What was I telling you?” he asked 
abruptly. 

“You said you kept your eyes on the captain,” hwan re- 
minded him. 

“I did,”^ Sunji said eagerly. His thick lips were trembling 
constantly, and a twitch began to jerk his left eye. “The men, 
you see, I considered beneath me. After all, my father is a man 
of wealth. And influence. General Seki— is my friend. Through 
him — was lieutenant. So I said, 1 am not a common soldier.' 

I was right, wasn’t I?” he demanded angrily of I- wan. 

“Perfectly,” I-wan replied, not knowing what all this was 
about. 

“So when the men did it, I said it had nothing to do with 
me. I said, *Their common nature compels them — ’ wasn’t ! right? 

So long as the captain didn’t, I didn’t.” 

“Didn’t what?” I-wan asked. 

“I tell you, don’t I?” Bunji retorted, “You are stupid, I-wan. 

That is because you arc Chinese. All Chinese are stupid.” 

I-wan felt his anger rise, and put it down again. Bunji was 
drunk. 

“Stupid and cowards,” Bunji ^ said loudly against the blare 
of the music. “We routed them as though we ran about in 
play. Wc gave them money to go away, and most of them 
went. The rest we routed. They all ran— you should have seen 
them run!” Bunji laughed, tears still wet on his cheeks. He 
shook his head and tried to pour whisky into his cup. But now 
he was not able to find it, and I-wan did not help him. He 
watched Bunji while he searched for the small white cup. 

“Hah, at least I know where my mouth is!” he said, and 
stood up, and put the bottle to his lips. When he set it down, 
i he was ''sohHng again* ' . ■ ’ ' _ , . . : ' - “ ' ^ ' i' 

, “Still It ;was.,’'ihe captain’s' -fault. You see, -I 'had, seen the 
nighf apd.'daf* I tell you> I-wan,”“-hei ii^ancd toward 
f Yiyiiching! and; ‘sobbings twists 'a man.' top high. He needs";'-'?!' 
-jylylfythmg stron|:-i-~#iiiey much hood, ;wdhaeil*. H® has^m,,! " ! 

" •* i . ' b . ( ti'.’ , j‘ '• . “ . ’ ' ' i ^ ^ . t • . '.It' . ' ' I 
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l^ve everything heaped up. That is because o£ the noise o£ the 
cannon in his head all the time — ^and then, he may be dead in an 
hour— in a minute — ^no time for anything but the things he can 
snatch.*' Bunji was in such earnest he seemed almost to have 
sobered himself with his earnestness, *‘At first I thought it was hor- 
rible — you know— the men snatching at women everywhere— 
young and old — I said to the captain, ‘Shall we allow this?’ He 
said, ‘We must— i£ we want them to fight tomorrow.’ You see, he 
was my superior officer. So what could I say? I looked *.away from 
the men and watched him only. I said, ‘So long as he does not — ’ ” 

He was beginning to shake again. 

“So, I-wan, I ask you, why did he do it, too? I saw it, my- 
self— he had them bring a woman into his tent. She was 
crying and fighting, but he went at her, not caring — was crazy. I 
ran out into the street — 1 — ^the first woman I saw— a child — say 
twelve— though perhaps she was only ten — or perhaps fifteen — she 
might have been only small for her age — I dragged her into an 
alley.” He was shuddering and shaking and staring at I-wan as 
he talked. “All the time I knew I didn’t want to do it— but I had 
to go on — ^you see that? It was the captain’s fault, you see that, 
I-wan? Her fault, also. She screamed so. She screamed out that I 
was $0 ugly— monkey, she called me! I said, ‘Be quiet/ and she 
kept on screaming and struggling. So I said, ‘Be quiet, or I will 
have to kill you/ I warned her, you see. But she was not quiet. 
So — afterwards — ^I killed her,” He was weeping and weeping. “You 
see, I-wan? And only when she lay dead it occurred to me — she did 
not understand what I said— I spoke in Japanese— without think- 
ing— I didn’t think in time— how could I not have thought of it? 
That is my fault in the matter, I-wan ” 

He sprawled over the table, sobbing. A few people looked at him, 
and looked away again, and the curtain of noisy music kept them 
from hearing him. 

I-wan sat perfectly still, dazed, sick, seeing everything that 
, Bunji had told him. 

, This, then, was how they had behaved In China. His father 
had told him none of it. Biit then his father’s letters had been 
very few, then, and such letters as had come had had more lines 
than ever blocked out by die Japanese censors. And the news- 
’die Em|ifrdrV army hkd behaved wi&ipeffect 
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order! He had believed it, he a Chinese! He despised himself. 
rose. 

‘‘Come home, Bunji,” he said. And stooping, he put his arms 
about Bunji's slack body and lifted him to his feet and helped him 
to the street. Then he called a ricksha, and putting Bunji, now sound 
asleep, into it, he walked at his side to the gate of Mr, Muraki’s 
house. The old gateman was there, and he told him, “See if you 
can get your young master to his room unseen.” 

The old man nodded, and I-wan went on to his house. 

A turmoil filled him. What had really happened in his own 
country? How much did he not know? What was the truth? 
He had been so absorbed in his own marriage that he had simply 
let it be that there was no war and so he could marry Tama. But 
he was a Chinese. 

He mounted the steep rocky steps from the street to his 
home and Tama ran out to meet him, Jiro in her arms. She looked 
wonderfully fresh and pretty, her hair newly brushed, and her 
skin like the cheek of an apricot. 

“We are just bathed, Jiro and I,” she announced, “and we 
have on new kimonos— -that is, Jiro’s is all new and mine Ijas new 
sleeves — and I bought such beautiful chrysanthemums — the man 
said you had sent him, and I said, ‘WHat is the token?’ He said, ^A 

Chinese gentleman,* and I said, T am not married to all the 

Chinese gentlemen in Nagasaki,* and he said, 'Ah, he told me to 

look at him, and I saw a small mole by the hair of his left 

temple,* and I said, 'Right!*** 

She laughed and Jiro laughed and Twan smiled. 

“You are tired!** she exclaimed. 

“Very tired,**, he admitted. No, he would not tell Tama what 
Bunji had said. It was not for her to hear. It was a Bunji she 
did not know and could not know. Besides, it was all not clear 
to him yet. 

“Sit down,** Tama begged him. 

He sat down and she drew off his leather shoes and then 
his socks and rubbed his feet with her smooth strong hands, 
^ There was ease and rest in her very touch, 

;“Now your coat, and here ;kirnpBO, and your' bath is ready, ^ 
murmured, “g^d I, will’’ see to, everything and you, are, only 
wiE'bp so .good and quiet aind not trouble you?* , - 
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said, she would have something to talk about with him.wherf 
he came home, I won’t be only a stupid old-fashioned Japanese, 
wife,” she said, 

‘'Nevertheless, you cannot go,’’ he said firmly* He did not often 
so command her. She looked at him across the table. Then, Jiro 
still in her arms, she rose and came over to him and put Jiro on his 

lap. 

“Jiro,” she said, “tell your father what I told you today ” 

Jiro, struck with shyness, looked from one face to the other. 

“Say, ‘My mother says in the spring, if the gods permit — 
only I know there are no gods, of course, I-wan, but I like to 
say it at such times — In the spring I am to have a little brother.’ ” 

“Tama!” he cried. 

She nodded. “Yes, and yes, and you mustn’t leave us now, I-wan. 
If something should happen— and ! have such a superstition, I-wan. 
I know it is silly — ^but I look at the ocean so much and I feel it 
must never come between us. It wants to come between us, I-wan. 

I feel it — and if you leave me now, I shall be afraid that it will 
spoil the child. He will sicken in me and die,” 

He looked at her uncertainly. 

“Wait until we can all go together,” she begged him. “Not 
you alone — never without us!” 

She seized his arm and clung to it and Jiro began to cry 
with fright. 

“Hush, Jiro,” he said, and he put his other arm around Tama. 
After all, why should he go? What could he do, anyway, if he 
found out the truth. What had happened had happened. Tama was 
crying now, too, against his shoulder, 

“Hush, you two,” -he scolded them. “Was ever a man so beset 
by his family?” He put his arms around them both and locked his 
hands together behind them and rocked them back and forth 
gently,' ■ . ^ ‘ , 

“There,” he soothed them, “stop your teats. I am not going. 
Tama, be quiet. You are terrifying the child.” 

'-She sobbed 'more softly and more ^ softly until she was quiet,, 
'then Jiro -^s qnkt^ too. And sat roeking them gciidy»' 
, wjas, his world, -tere in his amis., ‘ ^ 

44y^'Bu4ji-; -remember^ nothiqgj^; or, at 
a /fetr. had^-s&id mof4 than he should 
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He came in late, looking pale and tired, but trying to be jaunty 
m his old way. I-wan saw him pass his door, but he had no wish to 
speak first and he let him pass. Then at noon when the clerks were 
away eating their meal, Bunji came and stood in the door and 
said to I-wan with a sort o£ coaxing, half frank, half ashamed, “I 
was drunk yesterday, wasn’t I?’* 

'Tou were,” I-wan replied, looking up. 

'1 talked a great deal — ^what did I talk about?” ^ 

He saw that Bunji did not remember, and he was at once 
relieved of the burden of such confidence between them. 

‘You said you were going to be married,” he replied. 

‘Is that all?” Bunji said, “So I am. I am going to be married 
in the old way, I-wan. I shall look at many pictures of young 
women of suitable age and family, put my finger on one, and tell 
my father, ‘That one!’ ” 

He laughed and I-wan smiled and said nothing. 

“I will announce the wedding day,” Bunji declared. “It will be 
soon. I can’t have your vson too far ahead of mine.” 

“Sons,” I-wan corrected him. 

“What— another!” Bunji cried. 

I-wan nodded. 

“Good Tama!” Bunji exclaimed. “Hah, the mogas still do very 
well, don’t they?” , 

“Excellently,” I-wan replied. 

“A boy, eh?” Bunji asked. 

“Tama says so,” I-wan answered. “She thinks she knows.” 

“Then she knows,” Bunji rejoined. “At least, the child itself 
will have to prove her wrong before she will believe it. Well, 
I shall choose a milder woman.” 

“I am well suited,” I-wan answered. 

Bunji nodded, and went away. 

I-wan sat thinking a moment longer. He was greatly relieved 
that Bunji did not know what he had told. He had seen behind 
a curtain drawn for a moment from Bunji’s memory. He knew that 
if Bunji had been conscious he would never have drawn that 
curtain. But he would never tell Bunji what he had done. Yet 
nothing could ever be quite the same again, now that he knew. He 

wjh^b'he had been. He had, for' instance? 
how yesterday be wanted only,$QnSf> 
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Tama had said to him this morning, "1 feel the child in me is^a 
fx>y. We will hang two paper carp over the house at the Fesiivah^f 
Sons when this one comes!” ^ 

‘‘Good!” he had said* 

Sons would follow their father some day, but daughters must 
be left behind. 


The birth of Ganjiro, his second son, the Festival o£ Sons, and the 
earthquake^ were all one confusion forever after in his mind* 
They happened together in the middle of the next spring after 
Bunji*s wedding, that strange wedding, which took place so 
quickly and informally in the Japanese fashion to which I-wan 
could never become accustomed. It was simply one of the dif- 
ferences between his own country and this, that in one a marriage 
ceremony lasted for days, and here it was soon finished. Bunji him- 
self behaved as though it were nothing, and the little Setsu Hajima 
whom he married looked like millions of other little Japanese 
women behind her bravely painted face. And once married Bunji 
never mentioned her* In a few days it seemed as though she had 
always been in the Muraki house. One forgot that she had not 
always been there, and now that she was come one forgot that she 
was there. 

And then, less than a month later, Ganjiro was born. He had been 
born in tlie middle of the day, in the most easy and tranquil fashion, 
without I-wan*s knowing anything about it. He had bade Tama 
and Jiro good-by on a morning late in April, when the last of the 
cherry blossom petals were floating down in the garden. The streets 
were wet with a sudden rain, and the sky was as he loved it best, 
clear blue behind huge soft white clouds bellowing up from the 
ocean. The trees and leaves were green in every garden, and people 
on the* street looked happy and content in the mild damp air. There 
was a deep sweetness in this life of the people and he felt it and 
valued it. Human beings liked each other and showed it in their 
courtesies. It occurred to I-wan as he walked along in April sun- 
‘ shine that in th^se ;$treets he had never seen an old face unhappy ; ; 
or a child angry because he was beaten. He loved these people 
,;,wilEngIy and^ unwllingly? too^, SJe grew nearer them, and yet moye , 

■ . , : . , 'i.' ’ , 

!','5 f ;0nce He ;hadMnarried Sensu, was , nearer and yet -faiiher ^ , 
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affray than he had been. He had immediately given up his drink- 
ing, although on his wedding day he had been very drunk. But 
none ever saw him drunk now. And certainly he played the lordly 
husband over stocky plain Setsu, who did not so much as sit in his 
presence. In these days Bunji was given to loud opinions on 
foreign policy, especially the policy of Japan in China, where he in- 
sisted the communists were again seizing the control I-wan had 
listened to a great deal of this the night before, when he and Tama 
had dined at Bunji’s new house. 

'‘Sooner or later we shall have to put them down,*" Bunji had 
declared. 

Well, he had learned not to answer Bunji. It was no use. Be- 
sides, he did not believe what he said. Men like his own banker 
father owned China and they hated the communists. And had not 
the Japanese papers reported again and again the rout of Chi- 
nese communists by their own government? Bunji was growing 
middle-aged with prejudices. He dismissed such things from his 
mind and entered his ofEce as usual He had hoped, at the new 
year, for an advancement, at least in his salary, but there had been 
none. Mr. Muraki explained at the annual new year’s feast for his 
employees that there could be no increase in salary this year be- 
cause of an unexpected and heavy rise in taxes, in order to 
strengthen the Emperor’s army defenses by sea and land. He had 
only to say “The Emperor,” and all was accepted — ^that is, by every- 
one except I-wan. He felt no loyalty to this sacred emperor, and it 
was not in him any more to worship anything. 

He sighed a little as he sat, down. When the second child 
came, Tama would have to twist her wits to make the money 
, stretch over him, too. His own father had not sent him any 
money for a long time, and he did not like to ask unless he were 
in, need. Why, he wondered, did the Emperor want more de- 
fenses now that Japan definitely possessed Manchuria? The military 
jxtrty, probably, growing in power-— -but he cared nothing for 
f . pphdes, poHtks_ since the League of 

let’ Japan do 'as 'she' liked. Politics he had put be-^ 
i’ a 'Waste even tp: think about. ^ , * , . / 

1 1 1 ncf tl| , the_ ; inormag ' thtpugli ' on classifying 
;|.m g<^o4s^hcW th^ w 

Im&lkM m: -cai. him’: tk lifofs; ‘birth ;noW:i 

I’lHirMMrsi ... , 
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serene and demure, having stopped to brush her hair and put oa 
a fresh kimono and clean white cotton socks. 

‘"Well, what is it?” he said, looking up at her, surprised. 
‘‘Honorable, I am to tell you Ganjiro’s come.” 

“What do you say?” He leaped up and seized his hat 
“He is here, very fat and so healthy,” she beamed on him. 
It was lucky to be the bearer of such good news. The two clerks 
were bowing, and hissing softly drrough their teeth with pleasure, 
“Just before the Festival of Sons!” the maid said, laughing. 

He went off at once, stopping only to put his head in at 
Bunji’s door and say, “My second son is come and I am going 
home.” He took pride in saying it coolly as though every day 
he had a son, “What?” Bunji roared. But he went on, only nodding 
to affirm it. 

He did not let himself hurry along the street, and he listened 
to the maid’s chatter as she clacked along behind him. “It was 
as sudden as today’s sun and rain. One moment Oku-san was as 
well as you are, sir. The next, she said, ‘I feel changed — it’s be- 
ginning.’ I ran for the midwife, and soon as she came the child 
arrived, sound and so handsome. And Oku-san said, Tf this is all 
the trouble of having a son, I can do it any time,’ ” She laughed 
heartily at her mistress and was very proud of her. 

And indeed there was nothing unusual in the house. The smell 
of the food which Tama had been cooking before she lay down was 
fragrant, and he was hungry when he smelled it 
“111 have your dinner when you want it, sir,” the servant said, 
and knelt to take off his shoes. 

“In half an hour,” he replied. 

Behind screens he found Tama on her bed holding Ganjiro in 
her arms and Jiro, now able to run, much astonished beside her. 
Twan -could not believe she had done with the birth. She was not 
even pale. She lay on the soft mattress spread on the mats and 
looked up at him mischievously as though it had all been a trick. 
Jh a,cprner of the darkened enclosure the midwife was* hastily 
putting away something. , . 

J ''“Tamar he Whispered./ ■:- ; ^ 

i I ;*^Hefe wp :ali; ;she amwered. is. a boy, M d’ said^ t , 
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home with sons/’ Tama : said , proudly, 

He... did.,not,. .answer , her. It occurred, to... him,. .at . this, moment.'- 
that his sons were growing up with festivals he had never known 
as a child. Tama loved festivals and made the most of every one. 
He remembered his own joy over the new year and over the Dragon 
Festival and the Festival of Spring-— all days Jiro and the little one 
would never know. After all it was the woman who shaped the 
life of the hpuse. 

“So, Jiro/' Tama was saying to the child, “remember, the carp 
means boy — because it swims upstream against the current, in 
the cold mountain streams.” 

It was at that moment he saw, or imagined he saw the pole 
from which the carp flew, sway. At the same instant the wind, 
which had all morning been growing higher, fell utterly quiet. 
He and Tama with one movement looked out to sea. It looked 
strange and dark and swollen. There was a low deep roar, whether 
from the sea or from inside the earth they could not tell 

“Tama!” he cried, frightened. 

“Earthquake,” she said. Her voice was small and quiet and 
her face went white. 

He had learned to take tremors of the earth as nothing, an 
earthquake as a matter of constant possibility, and yet he had 
never seen a great one. Sometimes in the night he and Tama 
had awakened to feel a shudder beneath their mattress and 
dust falling on their faces from the ceiling, and to hear the 
crack of beams and wood. Tama always got up and dressed 
and waited in watchful silence. He knew that all over the city 
in every house people waited like that, helpless and yet prepared. 
But each time the earth had subsided. Today, though, there had 
been this fierce wind. 

Now she ran toward the house, but the maid was already 
running out with Ganjiro in her arms. From the house behind 
her came sudden creaks and . then loud cracks. There was no 
doubt that the pole bearing the carp was now swaying with 
something that was not wind. 

The maid, without a word, thrust the baby into his arms 
also and ran back into the house. Tama came out with the drawers 
^d bpxcs. into, which their clothing wa? folded,, and in a mameatt 
'ihamaidseiwapt followed arms ^ ‘ 






Where shall I put these children?” I-wan gasped. “I must 

■stay with them,” Tama replied, quietly. 

- -..j women, they were both so quiet. 

[ many times the thing 
7 went until in a very 
open space about them were aU their chief 
not many. Their most preqjous things, 

. , fine pottery Mr. Muraki had 

them, jewelry that I-wan had given Tama 


‘Tlease — i ' " ' 

wondered at these two 

It was as though they had rehearsed 
which they now did. Back and forth they 
few minutes in the 
possessions. There were i 
the best of their scrolls, 
given 

were married, the silks his mother had°'se 
a warehouse in the city, built for safety in e: 

leirsiti »■*“ 

whe?,£rA 

They stood, waiting, their faces to the sea. He held Tiro hard 

one moan of horror and put her hand to her 
mouth. The sea was gathering near the horizon into one great 
wave, no, not so much a wave, as a tide, a great bank of water 
ar»ctag aero*, th, surface of .ho oooL. There 

^ ^ J.t can t reacli ns/* Tama wl^*?pered. 

^ “It will cover the lower city ” he answered, and felt his o-nrsr,. 
rise in him to make him sick. But he could not turn hisliefd 
away. On it came, seeming motionless and as though it /ere implv 

at greatest speed, gathering the waters with it as it came Far 

ckmbmg the hills everywher^away from the sea. 

* always comes quickly,” Tama said. 

tfiis-so, still He did not know 
^ was afraid. He wanted to tun, -to escape 
^he hel4 him there. : ^ ^ 

crest until the mmz' 

*'W.it_<^rtW.’teth'Such a, tear as ^ok'the whole tsia nrf 
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it broke and surged in a mass o£ foam. Houses and streets disr 
appeared. The whole sea seemed to have rushed in* 

‘This may sweep as far as my father’s house/’ Tama said m a 
low voice. 

They watched. And more horrible than the onw’'ard rush was 
this next thing, this outward backward moving of the same tide, 
which seemed to suck out to sea in its enormous flood houses, 
people, trees,*) everything it could reach. The whole island indeed 
seemed to Be moving out to sea. 

I-wan groaned and buried his face in Jiro’s shoulder. And 
at that instant the earth shook under his feet. He heard rocks 
crashing down the hillside and he put out his arm for Tama. Even 
at this moment her body was firm and strong. 

‘‘Our rock will not move/’ she said. “That is only loose rock. 
And there are the fields above us— not rocks.” 

It was true. Above them lay a valley running almost to the 
top of the mountain and because a small stream ran through 
it, it had been terraced for rice fields on both sides. 

He felt once more the sickening unsteadiness of the earth 
swaying beneath him. 

“The wave is coming again,” Tama said, “but it will not 
be so great.” 

He heard it strike, this time a lesser roar, but he did not 
look up. Jiro clung to him, his arms about his father’s head. 
Still he did not cry, and the small child was sleeping. Twan 
remembered how Bunji had spoken of Japanese sleep, how nothing , 
waked them, used as they were to noise and movement in baby- 
hood, upon their mothers’ backs. 

There was a soft slithering sound, a loud cracking of falling 
wood, and the sound of tearing paper. He looked up. With 
surpriHngly little noise and lees dust the house had fallen into a 
heap. _ ' ‘ ^ 

But before he had time to cry his dismay, Tahik said, There, 
it is over. And we are alive.” 

She turned her back on the ruined house. Only then did she 
sit down. The sea, full of wreckage,* was subsiding, and now the 
'lyf^md was'beginmng once, more. He felt his.h^'l begin to txcnhlf, • 
.'T 'eaith'qmk? She.vid|^’ 

... ..i ... 4 J 1 .i 1.,* I .... ...... .. 



A man m a short blue coat came climbing up the ] 
appeared among a clump of bamboos. It was a ricksh' 
from her father’s house. He bowed before them. 

I have been sent, he said, “to see how you are ” 

“My father and mother.?” Tama asked. 

“All IS safe,” he replied. “The gate house is fallen aj 
of the kitchen, and the garden we do not know, but th 
part of the house is safe and no one was even hurt 
the young mistress who was in the kitchen and was 1 
a beam over her thigh. But she is now resting and in les 
Ine ceremonial teahouse is not touched,” 

“Ah, how fortunate we are!” Tama cried. 

u, moment and I-wan cou 
but turn and look at what a little while ago had been his 

lamas eyes followed his, 

“We mn easily build it again,” she said. 

. ’'k why, except it seemed n 

ever to build his home here again. But Tama insisted. 

Yes, here. The sea reached for us and could not get u' 
a good place to build again.” ® 

He was too shaken to argue it with her and he fo: 

man 1, 

cause the road was gone. And h<»h:n^ .i 
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hot and ready to be eaten, the qniet and the kindness— thqse 
were miracle enough* But unforgettable above all was the miracle 
of silence— Mr. Muraki’s silence as he walked about his ruined 
garden where the streams had raced over broken walls and had 
swept over tended mossy slopes and torn them away and uprooted 
the dwarf trees as priceless as any curio, Bunji’s silence over his 
young wife's broken thigh, Setsu’s silence in her own pain — ^I-wan 
was never t<) know Setsu well, but her eyes, fine eyes in a plain 
face, he n'tjver forgot — the silence of the people on the streets whose 
houses and relatives had been swept out to sea, the silence of the 
little clerk in his oiSce, solitary now that his brother was dead — this 
silence he never forgot. 

And the next day everything had begun again, the building 
of houses and the cleaning away of wreckage and the putting up of 
the torn sea walls. Everyone worked as though at an old task, often 
done. And Tama said, “Now that we have to build again any- 
way, we may as well make the house bigger."^' 

He was ashamed of his own question. ‘"But if it happens again — 
and again?” 

“That is as it will be. We can always build again,” she an- 
swered. 

He had not the face to complain of anything for himself when 
all over the city people were going back to wreckage and ruin. 
And those missing who had been swept out to sea. ... He was 
drawn again and again during those days to the part of the city 
which lay on the shore, 

“Are you building your house again exactly where it was?” he 
asked an old fisherman. 

The man turned small somber black eyes upon him. 

“Where else?” he answered. “My father’s house was here and my 
grandfather’s.” 

“But if the same thing happens again?” I-wan asked. 

“It will happen again — we know* that,” the man ‘Said. 

This took on a meaning for I-wan that was far beyond what he 
could then express. It seemed to him he saw Tama far more clearly 
than , he ever had before. Beneath her woman’s ways and her 
' gaiety there> was something desperate and resolute, something that,. , 

’ had nothing to do , with what she might wish to have or to doi ' 
' 'feneath^'#^^ of these people mhb knew ' how as : 
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^fldren enjoy, was also this dogged resolve which made them able 
^ endure anything if they must. 

Years later when he heard it sworn that soon, the war would 
be over he shook his head. No, not soon, and perhaps never. 
These island people had been trained to vaster foes than man. 
They had fought earthquake, fire, and typhoon. These had been 
the enemies who had trained them in war. He was alw^ays proud 
that through it all his own two sons had not once wept or been 
afraid, ' 


It was not a war. The papers made that clear. It was not to be 
called a war. It was, in the Emperor’s name, nothing but an 
incident. 

Certainly it seemed not so important to I-wan as the fact that 
to the house built new after the earthquake two years before 
he had this summer added a study for himself with firm wooden 
walls which could not be moved away. For the last year Tama had 
been urging him to it, since the two little boys were growing so 
noisy. He should have a place, she said, of his own. And when one 
day he found they had taken his paste and smeared it everywhere 
over his desk, in the main room, while Tama was bathing herself 
and the maid preparing supper, he agreed. And it was pleasant 
to have his own room. . . . Besides, the papers made little enough 
of the incident— a few soldiers in a quarrel at a srnall town in North 
China. 

“It will not last three months,” Bunji had declared the first day. 

It was this which first made I-wan pause to wander if this in- 
' cident were graver than was said. Else why so long as three months? 
He waited for letters from his father, but his father did not write 
so often as he once had. Twan wrote asking for, what his father’s 
opinion was, but no answer came. This seemed strange, and yet 
he knew that it might mean nothing. 

„ One day the clerk in his office resigned. He was, he said, called 
; to atmy service, though he was his mother’s only support now that 
hi$ elder; brother had died. , . 

-she d ; 

Idh/Tpmla replied- *1He^gives a 
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Two young women came to fill his place, and a partition w^s 
put up between them and I-wan, so tliat he had after a fasbion a 
room of his own. He had a good deal of time now. Business be- 
gan to decrease. There were few shipments. This, too, made I-wan 
wonder. If it were only a matter of a few soldiers, then why did 
Chinese exporters at once cease sending their goods to Japan? 
Shipments came in as usual during that month. Then suddenly 
nothing camp in. Ships came to port and went on, and there was 
no business tor the house of Muraki. But they had great stores un- 
sold and these continued westward to America and to Europe. I-wan 
busied himself in checking off inventories and arranging for pack- 
ing and shipping boxes and crates of rugs and tapestries, potteries 
and china, furniture and scrolls, and all the confusion of the cheap 
and valuable which made the business. 

Then one day he received a cable from his father. Afterwards 
it seemed strange to him that it had come to him through Bunji. 
But at the moment he had not had time to think of that. Bunji 
sent for him one morning, and when I-wan went to see why he 
was wanted, Bunji handed him an envelope and sat watching as he 
tore it open. It was from his father. “I-ko arriving seventeenth at 
Yokohama on S.S. Balmoral. Meet him at dock/’ The seventeenth 
was two days away. 

“Your brother is coming?*’ Bunji asked. 

“How did you know?” I-wan asked surprised. 

“My father wishes to send a present to your father, if your brother 
will be so kind,’* Bunji replied obliquely. 

“How did Mr. Muraki know?” I-wan asked. 

“He received the cablegram, of course,” Bunji said calmly. “It was 
sent to the house and he read it.” 

“Why?” I-wan asked. 

“To know whether it was important, of course,” Bunji answered 
as if surprised.* ' 

I-wan was about to retort, “But it was my cablegram!” but this 
would be rude toward Mr. Muraki, who perhaps had no sense of 
wrong done. So instead he said, “Please thank Muraki.” 

Did he imagine Bunji was watching him strangely? 

, “I suppose it is^ neee^aryt for yoU" to ;go/’ he ^4<^ntinued* ^ 

' , ■ ; “(Certainly' I' ’it, i$ ” twan r%Iiec| ^ .i ' . , ■ : , ,!') ■, 

' '' ;! tfe' had b^i haK' thinking ais sitod. |hkp that he 
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Tjima and the boys to show them off to one of his own family. Now^ 
going out of Bunji’s office, he decided against it. He had better 
meet hko alone. 


He stood craning his head to watch as the ship came into the 
harbor with the smooth slow grace of a great swan. He did not 
run instantly to the gangway. He suddenly felt very shy of hko. 
They had never been close. I-ko was too much older.^ And bwan 
remembered still that Peony had hated him for things" of which 
she would never speak. That hatred had long made I-wan feel 
that I-ko was mysteriously evil, so he could not love him, even 
yet. And now there were these years in Germany. Who knew 
what they had done to him? Still, he was excited, too, at the 
thought of seeing his brother. For the first time he felt he had 
teen a long time away from home. While the ship docked he 
stared at the row of people along the ship’s rail, recognizing no one. 

Then he saw I-ko coming down the gangplank. He could not 
believe this upright cleanly-cut figure was that I-ko who had 
gone away, the slender slouching young rhaa with thin peevish 
lips, who could pout like a child when he was denied and even 
weep to get his own way. What had Germany done to I-ko? He 
saw I-wan and shouted, and now I-wan saw a straight upright 
man, a head higher than the swarming Japanese about him, a 
hard-looking man with a firm mouth and haughty eyes and a 
foreign bearing. Behind him was a white woman dressed in 
some sort of shining green silk, her arms bare to the shoulder, but 
I-wan did not look at her. There were other men and women com- 
ing down the gangway, 

' He went up to I-ko shyly and put out his hand. 

" 1 he said. 

, *l-wan!” I-ko cried, and then he seized the arm of the white 
woman behind him. *‘Frieda,” he said to her, in German, "'here 


I-wan heard. He remembered a little of the German lie 
.rned long ago from the tutor his grandfather had hired 
who this woman was he did not understand. He 
at her and at once hated her. She was young but already 
aiali cheeky were too -red* Her ey^s were a hard bright 
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blue above these red cheeks, and her hair under a green hat was 
yelloxv. She put out a hand covered in a yellow leather glove. 

*'Ach, it is so wonderful to see you!’* she cried in a loud voice. 
hwan felt her seize his hand in a sharp upward German clasp, 
and then to his horror he saw her lean forward and upon his 
cheek he felt her painted lips. ’^"Brother I- wan!” she said and 
giggled. _ 

“This is niy wdfe, I-wan,” I-ko said haughtily. “Her name is 
Frieda vdn Relchausen, and her father is a German military- 
officer of high standing.” 

His voice, his eyes fixed upon I-wan, were daring I-wan to say 
anything. There was nothing to be said, I-wan thought. If they 
were married, what could be said? He merely bowed, therefore. 
But within himself questions were whirling. Did their father 
know? What would their mother say? How could this stout,^ 
hard young woman Jit into their family? Why had I-ko done 
this? And then he remembered Tama, whom all these years he 
had not wanted to take home. If he should ever say a word of 
disapproval to I-ko, would not I-ko say at once that at least he 
had not married a Japanese? And yet Tama — ^he knew by instinct 
that this woman was not fit to stand beside Tama! 

“We are only bride and groom,” she was saying. “Everything 
is so wonderful!” And again she giggled, her eyes arch upon him. 

He thought, “I must not look at I-ko. She is so silly he will be 
ashamed of her before me ” 

Something, he felt, must be said quickly to help I-ko. They 
were standing on the dock waiting ‘awkwardly for nothing, and 
people swept against them as they ‘hurried to yet 

what could he say? He was still dazed. He 
chief and wiped his face and secretly rubbed his . cheek, lest her 
red lips had left a stain on him. 

“I-ko,” he said at last, “I scarcely knew you ” He spole in Chinese 
and his tongue felt stiff and strange. Not for years had he spoken 
his own language. And now he was glad to speak it because it 
shot out this foreign woman. v 

I-fco looked pleased. ; 

I “No, I am ch'anged/’ he replied. fact am I not 
■ “You look— rpuch' oldfer,” ^ I-wan said^ diffidently. ,i 
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^Oh, I am a man now/’ I-ko replied, smiling slightly. *1 am 
very grateful to my father. I hated Germany for the first year 
and then liked it. I-wan, where can we talk? I have much to say 
—and the sliip’s stay is very short. They are staying one hour 
instead of four/* 

"'But can’t you wait over a few days and take another ship?’’ 
hwan asked politely. What would he do if I-ko accepted — with her\ 

I-ko shook his head, "There is no time/’ he answpred. "It is 
imperative that I get home. Where can we go?’* 

"1 suppose we could go to that little restaurant/’ I-wan said, 
doubtfully. A small restaurant was near the dock and it had a 
few outdoor tables. I-ko nodded his head vigorously. 

"Tes, that will do/’ he decided. ""Come, Frieda!” he called in 
German. He strode cross the street ahead of I-wan, his shoulders set 
square, and when they sat down he beckoned imperiously for a 
waiter. Behind them she came They sat down and I-wan at once 
felt the stare of people— -a white woman with two Chinese men! 
But I-ko seemed not to notice. 

‘"Beer,” I-ko said to the waiter, and scarcely waiting a moment, 
he leaned toward I-wan. 

*"I-wan/’ he said, “you cannot stay here. You must come home 
at once.” He spoke in Chinese and he paid no heed to his wife. 
But she seemed used to this and while tliey talked she sat looking 
about her with hard and curious eyes. If she cared that other 
people wondered at her she made no sign of it. 

‘"But— but— I-wan stammered, meeting I-ko’s look. He drew 
back a little. I-ko’s face was almost menacing. ""I — ^it is impossible 
—my family — 

: /f"Can it be you, too, don’t know?” I-ko exclaimed. 

I /Know what?” I-wan asked. The old premonition had him by 
thfe throat and his mouth went suddenly dry. 

“Hpen’t you heard?” I-ko cried. 

, '"1 liayen’t heard anything/’ I-wan faltered, 
i are ^ping to take'- Peking!” I-ko whispered. 

: rcpeate^^ ^ ’ 

no.th.ing, tpH eyen about' that I-ko exclaimed, 
weire sktiiig the >; small' tables, talking 

j| i tn^’ tea: tod wififi* A&ve them the‘Sl|:y, 
’'Tliere- were, woiiito in bright kitpotios, 
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and at one side sat a little group o£ Americans, having tea with m 
officer from the ship. And beside them the German woman sat, 
her plump elbows on the table. She had already drunk her beer, 
and now she sat eating small cakes, 

“It was just troop movements, they said,’" I-wan replied, look- 
ing away from her. No, perhaps he had missed something. He 
did not always read the papers these days. He dreaded them. And 
Tama never spoke of such things. No, rather it was as if together 
they did not speak of them. But he could not tell I-ko this. 

But I-ko was hurrying on. “Father foresaw everything weeks 
ago and cabled me. The Generalissimo wants me to come home. 
The army is being reorganized on a huge scale. There will be 
war! We will resist to the end. At last it has been decided!” 

I-wan could scarcely comprehend what I-ko was saying in his 
low hurried whispering Chinese. 

“But—no one knows — anything here,” he stammered. He felt 
as though his breath had been driven out of him, “There hasn't 
been much in the papers— people are just going on — ^some men- 
tion of a little difficulty, but not — , 

“These people!” I-ko said contemptuously. “The ones at the 
top don’t tell them anything. I tell you, I-wan, mobilization has 
begun. It's going to be the greatest war of our history. I-wan, 
come home with me!” 

“Now?” I-wan cried. 

“Now!” I-ko said strongly. “I have money for your passage. 
We can get your ticket on the ship, if need be. Father told me—” 
“But my family-—” I-wan began. . 

“There are no claims on you now but this one,” I-ko insisted, 

“You have no obligations to any Japanese except to hate them 
forever!” I-ko’s teeth shone as white as a fox’s teeth in a dramatic 
snarl. Even at this moment, while they stared at each other, I-wan 
could stop to remember that I-ko loved to be dramatic, and this 
made him the more cautious. 

^ , Tama, I-wan w^$ saying to himself, Tama was a Japanese-- 

and he loved her* She seemed more than, ever gentle and faithful 
, .nn^good, now. that I-ko had-— had married, such a one as this*,/,, 
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are enemies!” I-ko answered firmly. ‘'Where have you 
been, I-wan, not to know that this war has been hurrying upon 
us for months — years? Have you heard of the outrage at Liikow- 
chiao?” 

‘'The papers said it would be amicably settled,” I-waii said. 

"Settled! By the loss of Peking?” I-ko asked passionately. 

"I tell you, they— they didn’t say it was like that,” I-wan 
stammered. ' 

"Has your marriage made you Japanese, too?” Tko demanded. 

"No-^no — ” I-wan said quickly. "No — only it is so quick — I 
haven’t known — I have had no letters from home.” Why did he 
not retort, "Are you German?” But he did not want to hear I-ko 
say, "At least my wife is not a Japanese!” 

"How do you know?” I-ko interrupted him. "Letters don’t 
get through here unread. I am sure Father did tell you and you 
never had the letters. He cabled me that he couldn’t understand 
why you wrote as you did, and that I was to stop and see what 
was wrong.” 

"Mr. Muraki told me he had heard my father was taking a 
journey into Szechuan to sec about organizing a branch bank!” 
I-wan exclaimed. "So I thought the letters were delayed.” 

"There is not one Japanese you can trust!” I-ko declared. "Come, 
I-wan 1” 

They talked far longer than they knew, with long silences 
between. 

Whenever they fell silent the German woman asked a ques- 
tion about something she saw- Once she exclaimed, '"Ach, so — 
see the funny little people — ^they are so little, the Japs, are they 
, hot?” 

Whatever she said it was I-ko who answered her and not I-wan. 
He scarcely heard her. He sat thinking and trying to realize what 
I-ko had told him had happened. The afternoon deepened and the 
, sun was half-way to the sea. The hour was gone. The German 
woman was yawning. They rose, and she sauntered ahead of them 
'fo. ’die ship. . ; ' . 

, ' The Americans were getting up now, too. Their clear, sharp 

; voices carried across the' tables as they talked to each other, ob- 
elsc.^'J/wo- of them were going with the oificer, 
III staying.’ A -pretty girl cried, "Be careful, you’, 
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two, in Shanghai! Red, take your hat off, when the air raids be^9, 
so they can see your flaming top and know you’re not a China- 

man.! 

A recl-liaired young man laughed. 

‘'So long, Mollie! Sorry you aren’t coming, but I guess it’s no 
place for girls just now.” 

The ship’s whistle roared in warning. 

“Do you hear them?” I-ko demanded. “Everybody knows, I tell 
you, except these stupid common people in Japan: I-waii, hundreds 
of people have been killed — and it will only grow worse. Our 
whole country has to wake up — ^we have to fight as we’ve never 
fought!” 

They were walking now to the ship. I-ko stopped. 

“Will you come?” he demanded. 

“I can’t,” I-wan said. “Not now— not like this—” 

“Why not?” 

“I can’t just — cleave them — ^Mr. and Mrs. Muraki— they have been 
good to me-—” 

“They’re Japanese,” hko reminded him in a whisper. 

“They’ve been good to me,” I-wan repeated. 

“Then I tell you this,” I-ko retorted. “As your elder brother 
speaking for our father, you are to come as soon as you can. That 
means days, I-wan— not weeks. And hours are better than days, 

I tell you ” 

The crew was busy on the decks. The passengers were mounting 
the gangplank. 

“Hours,” I-ko repeated. “Of all countries, you cannot stay in 
Japan. It’s — ^indecent!” He put a hand hard on I-wan’s shoulder 
and shook it a little. “Good-by, then— for a few days only. Mean- 
while, I will write you at once the truth about all I see.” 

I-wan did not answer. He stood watching while the ship began 
to edge away from the shore. From the deck he saw I-ko’s wife 
wave her yellow-gloved hand. He took off his hat and bowed. The 
ship moved, turned south, and then west ... He had asked I-ko 
nothing, and I-ko had told him nothing. They were further apart 
than ever. 

/I . retetoed to Ms home by train that', same 'mght^ When , he:- 
jtiteftcl the house' in the” '‘uorning Taiioa to meet hito'^wiii'. ^ 
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^£t welcoming cries and they walked together along the garden 
path. He thought with fresh disgust today of hko’s wife. And yet 
it came to him how Japanese Tama looked. In the old days of her 
girlhood he had not thought of her as looking very Japanese in 
her school clothes and her leather shoes. She seemed then only a 
young girl 

*‘You wear kimono and geta now all the time/’ he said abruptly. 

She gave him a laugh soft witli apology. 

'"Do you mind? They are so comfortable!” ' ^ 

He could not say he minded, since until now he had not noticed. 
Certainly the bright orange-flowered kimono was very becoming 
to her apricot skin and dark eyes. At the door she dropped to her 
knees as though she were his serving maid and untied his shoes 
and took them off and then slipped ‘over his feet the loose cloth 
house slippers always ready. He had protested often at this service 
until she had persuaded him that it was a way of expressing her 
love for him. 

“I do it for no one else,” she insisted. 

So he had grown used to it, and indeed there had come to be a 
sweet intimacy in the sight of her dark head bent before him. 
Today he thought, ‘‘But no other woman would ever do it ” 

At that moment Jiro came running to meet. him. “Where is 
Ganjiro?” he asked him;^ for the two were always together. 

“Asleep,” Jiro replied. 

Tama had continued to make" Jiro wholly Japanese in his dress 
and looks, and even in tlie way she brushed his hair. I-wan said 
abruptly, “Jiro’s feet are beginning to turn in from wearing geta. 
Get him some leather shoes, Tama.” 

“Before he goes to school?” she looked up in surprise, ^‘But they 
' .ajpe ^ expensive.” * . ^ ' 

, : “I don’t care,” he Returned. “Get them.” 

. She did not answer, but he could see in the way she hushed 
ijiro’s exclamations of joy that she did not approve of this. And 
■then he caught sight of the maid crossing the room toward the 
^ i^th Gattfiro asleep .on- her bade. And he, knowing Tama 

would think Hina only more mreasonable, went on, 

/'And why .is, the baby sp-apped like that to the maid’s back 
I W he as short and ; crooked, as/ 

fll'H H f , 4 ' /' 
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Here she was indignant. 

“I-wan, I beg you— not in the presence o£ Jiro. And it is a good 
way to care for a little child. He is warm and safe while he sleeps. 
The even temperature of her body keeps him from catching cold.” 

‘Tut him in his bed — won’t have him. strapped like that/’ he 
insisted. 

He saw in her eyes that he w^as indeed being unreasonable. 
She sighed and then smiled, 

“Of course, you are very tired,” she said gently. “A whole night 
on the train! Jiro, go away until I call you.” 

“I am not tired,” I-wan retorted. 

Nevertheless he said no more. Perhaps he was unreasonable. 
Certainly it astonished him to find in himself a feeling that today 
it would be a pleasure to be able to quarrel with Tama. But it was 
impossible to quarrel with her. She would not answer him. She 
went quietly about to placate him, and then she went away for a 
few minutes as though to give him time to recover himself. He 
could almost imagine that she withdrew to remember what she 
had been taught to do when a man, her husband, is irritable. In 
the past when she had so considered him, invariably she came back 
with a flower or a sweetmeat or a pot of freshly brewed tea, to 
make him feel her especial attention. He had always been ashamed 
of his rare moods of ill-temper. But today he felt irritated with this 
very seeming pliability of hers, which made allowance for every- 
thing he did, and yet, he knew, yielded nothing to any change. 

He ate his meal in silence, full of such thoughts, yet hating him- 
self, too. For Tama was not changed. She was what she had always 
been, the same fresh, naive, happy creature, the same compound of 
childishness and sophistication, the same confusion of old and new. 
And her only fault was that she always did faithfully what she 
had been taught to do. It occurred to him suddenly that this was 
true of every Japanese — each one did as he was told to do. But 
whose was the final command? The spirit of the people, fostered 
by— what? The Emperor? He had often seen the pictures of the 
Empetoi? 'and Empress-^ They were In the sacred shrines of 
. ischooihohsd and public building--two dtop-like ifnmobile create^.' 
■ tbo did only as they were told* It now seemed to him thsi:.- 

whole nation was trained 'in the same ,i»dldL^And into this mteld 
' ? ^ his own, two sonsL;. ^ ^ ; ; : ' / ; 
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^He rose abruptly. He must get to his olEce. Then he could not 
find his hat. And Tama had left the room a moment before. 

‘‘Where is my hat?’' he demanded of the maid^ who came in 
with tea. 

The baby was no longer on her back. At his voice she looked 
frightened as though she did not know what to expect. 

“Hah!” she breathed distractedly, and began running about hunt- 
ing for the hat in absurd places. He grew impatient. 

“My hat, Tama!” he shouted. She came in quickly, .Ganjiro in 
her arms, crying. 

“All, your hat!” she cried. “Where can it be?” 

Behind her came Jiro, strutting along, the hat on his head. Tama 
snatched it. 

“Oh, bad boy!” she cried. “To take your father’s good hat!” 

“Leave him alone,” I-wan ordered, putting the hat on his head. 
“I am glad if he shows a little independence,” 

Tama did not answer. She gave the crying child to the maid and 
motioned her away, and followed I-wan to the door, a smile on her 
lips. Lwan thought, “She has been taught to present a smiling face 
to her husband when he leaves home,” and hated himself. 

“Good-by, Tama,” he said, more kindly. And he hated himself 
more when her eyes grew bright with relief. “Ill be back a little 
late, perhaps,” he added. 

“Yes, of course,” she agreed. She stood, her smile fixed, as long 
as he could see her. 

What happened when he was gone? He had never thought 
before to ask himself. Did she take the smile from her face and 
put it away until he returned? Probably Ganjiro was already 
again strapped to the maid’s back! For the first time it occurred to 
him that he really knew nothing at all of what went on in his 
own house. 

: Long after Tama was asleep that night he lay awake, his head 
still throbbing. For an hour she had massaged it delicately and 
firmly, her fingers seeming scarcely to touch his skin, and yet he 
\could feel their, tips, manipulating the nerves. 

“You know everything, I think,” he said after a long silence. 

she asked. ", ' • ‘ : 
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Iii_ a little while the pain was back again, exactly as it had been. 
But he did not tell her. She had done what she could. It was iio\ 
her fault that the pain was deeper than she could reach. It had its 
roots somewhere down in his soul, he thought. He had not thought 
about his soul for a long time. Tama had made his body wonder- 
fully comfortable. Long ago he had accepted everything from her 
of such comfort. Even tonight, before she put her neck into the 
hollowed curve of her wooden pillow, she made sure, in her own 
delicate fashi«^n, that he wanted nothing more of her. 

‘‘You are tired?*' she bent over him so closely that he caught 
her body's fragrance. 

*‘Too tired for anything but sleep,” he answered. 

She touched his cheeks with the palms of her hands and then 
stretched herself out beside him so quietly he hardly felt her 
there. 

Did she, he wondered, really have no will of her own.? But as 
a girl she had had, he thought. And what was that deep steady 
persistence in her except the solidity of will? And yet, as he pon- 
dered it, he perceived it was less her own will, her individual will, 
than it was something else — ^not tradition, because she was not 
slavish to tradition — ^her education in a girls' school had broken 
that. No, it was something else. He felt it in them all — ^in her 
parents and in Bunji and in Shio. And in Akio it had driven him 
to his death, and it had made as simple a creature as Sumie willing 
to die. It was some solidarity of instinct which he did not under- 
stand because he had never seen it until he came here. Certainly it 
was not in his own family or in his people. Even in that youthful 
band which En-Ian had led the solidarity had been based upon 
recognized intellectual convictions, rather than upon any natural 
instincts. Did his sons have it? He brought before his mind Jiro's 
small compact round face. Impossible to know! But why should he 
think it was not there? Tama would give with her blood that 
which was also indestructible in her own being. 

This meant, then, that what was most indestructible in his sons' 
souls was Japanese, even as Tama was Japanese. He felt suddenly 
/ as far from this woman sleeping at. his .side as though he had never 
• . . se,^n her.. She lay as she always did, asleep in perfect silence.- He. ^ 
could not hear her so much as breathe. . He turned and tossed and 
’ r-Huht, hinascif about in sleep, _But. Tama's .body'.Ee?cr moyedf When 
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in the morning she rose even her hair was not disturbed. So she 
liad been taught to control herself, awake or asleep. 

They were all controlled. From that strange immobile center of 
their being there went out this complete command over the whole. 
Nothing could break it dowm. He remembered the earthquake. No 
one had been afraid. No one had complained. And yet an eye far 
less sensitive than his could perceive their intense inner siiilcring. , . . 
Yet had not Bunji lost control? That was what happened. If the 
control broke, they turned into beasts — even Bunji, ^ the best of 
them. Bunji was still the best of them, because he hated and feared 
what he had done and hid it even from himself, so that even to 
himself he could never be quite the same again. 

And Tama, if she broke , . . ? By the light of the small night 
light he looked at her placid sleeping face. Ganjiro slept on the 
other side of her, as all Japanese babies slept with their mothers. 
She had been horrified when he said, ‘Why not let him sleep with 
the maid?” 

“But how can a maid know if anything is wrong with him?” 
she had ej^claimed. 

And it was true that through her blood she seemed able to feci 
the slightest change in the child, so that if he were to fall ill, she 
knew it days before, and tended him. 

He forced himself to lie still, though every muscle longed to 
twitch and move. But her quiet compelled him to control, since 
in its completeness the slightest noise or movement was magnified. 
And at last he seemed to feel something emanate from her still 
body into his, as though only through quiet could he perceive her. 
His restlessness subsided and he lay more easily. And after a while 
over his mind sleep crept like a comforting warmth. The stir in 
: his brain drowsed until only the unsleeping inner centers were 
awake, and then his thoughts moved in the deep slow circles of 
,the body. 

: W should he upset his life again? He had built it carefully, 
,e. Alone , he had been cast out of his country and alone he had 
hd Tama and with her built his home. His whole being clung 
‘.'tb thi^ ■; which he ; ha4 • made for himself, .'Whatever ^ 
,1. — 'every^ : 
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He put out his hand and touched Tama’s face* 

**Tamar’ he whispered. He wanted to hear her voice. 

She woke instantly, as she always did, awake and alert. 

‘'Yes — ^what is it?” she asked quickly. 

“Nothing-— only speak to me/’ he begged her. “I have been lying 
awake too long, thinking.” 

She reached out her arms and put them about him. 

“Don’t think so much!” she begged him. 

“No, I don't want to think any more/’ he answered. 

They clung to each other in silence. And he, putting away 
thought, murmured into the sweet stifling warmth of her bosom. 
Whatever happened outside of this had nothing to do- with him. 

So peace returned. It was a month of unusual coolness and much 
sunshine, and each day, as soon as I-wan came home from his work, 
Tama and the maidservant met him at the foot of the hill with the 
children and they mounted a bus and went to a beach, or if it W’'ere 
a near one, they took rickshas and rode, and when they had played 
in the sea until they were tired, then they bought their supper at a 
small restaurant or from a passing vendor, and ate. Ganjiro lay in 
a hollow in the warm sand when he grew sleepy, and the maid- 
servant watched over him. And if I-wan saw sometimes that on 
the way home in the darkness she still carried him on her back, he 
said nothing, because he knew she hoped never to do it in his sight, 
and this meant that . Tama was trying To have no quarrel, and so 
he tried too, by silence at least. 

Very often, more often than ever before, they all went to the 
Muraki house and took their evening meal in the garden. Mr. 
Muraki urged them to it. 

“It is Jiro/’ Tama said proudly. “He wants Jiro with him all the 
time. My mother says he thinks Jiro is far more clever than Shio’s 
two boys.” 

It was true that Jiro was a child of greater beauty than was to be 
seen anywhere. He was taller than other children and he held his 
head proudly, and he had inherited not Tama’s blunt little hands 
and feet, but Twan’s own, long and narrow and almost too delicate; 
for a boy, Jiro’s mind, also, was full of humor and childish wit 
And Mr. Muraki delighted to take his hand and walk with him 
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alone through the . garden, after they had eaten. I-wan always 
Ivatched the two, the old fragile man in his soft gray robes, and the 
vivid upright boy springing along at his side. 

When Mr. Muraki came back, his lips were always twitching 
and his eyes shining so that he could hardly wait until Jiro had 
skipped away to say, ‘There never was made such a boy as this. 
I-wan, it is proof of what I have always said — together Japanese 
and Chinese can make the greatest people in the world. We must 
unite!” ' r 

He laughed his dry old laugh, and everyone laughed and I-wan 
forgave him anything because of his pride in Jiro. Yes, it was a 
good time. Even Bunji was more as he had been to I-wan that 
summer. Setsu was right for him. He had begun his old rough 
joking again. 

“Do you remember, I-wan, I always said I would marry an ugly 
girl.? I recommend it! It makes me feel I am not so bad, and it 
keeps her humble. Setsu, perfect Japanese wife!” 

And Setsu, blushing, laughed happily at everything Bunji said 
and never retorted. But they were all growing fond of Setsu, who 
had learned to read only with the greatest difficulty and had no 
higher dreams than to make her husband and his parents com- 
fortable. Almost immediately her figure swelled with pregnancy 
and she entered placidly upon the long course of her life as the 
mother of many children. 

And yet, when later I-wan looked back upon that peace, he 
wondered that he could have dreamed it secure. It ended in a single 
momhnt. 

It was Mr. Muraki’s seventieth birthday and therefore a day to 
he specially observed. Shio had come from Yokohama with his 
wife and two sons, and there had been a great feast in the middle 
of the day at a hotel. There the merchants of the city had gathered 
,to speak in praise of Mr. Muraki and to present to him a gift of a 
silver plate with all their names upon it, mounted on wood and set 
in velvet* Mr. Muraki had been pleased enough, but he was very 
tired too, since he seldom went out of his own home, and he had 
been compelled to get up and bow a great many times, and also to 
%wh of thanks in- return* ■ 

j ..aferhbon at his hbiise,^ therefore, there were no 

Hi' aince ‘ It \yas very hp^ as’ though a storm were , comings 
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Bunji had told the servants to draw back all the screens, so tha| 
though they sat under the roof, on all sides except one the gtt^t 
room was open to the garden, now full of a soft late sunshine. 
The children played together in the brook that ran near the house, 
and their elders sat and watched them quietly. Mr, Muraki smoked 
his pipe, and Shio sat smoothing his piece of jade, and Madame 
Muraki simply knelt in the still motionless way she did when 
nothing was wanted. Only Bunji came and went, bustling to see 
to a servant dr to shout to a child, 

Bwan, sitting beside Tama, was silent too, enjoying the hour and 
thinking of Mr. Miiraki’s life, which had been in a fashion spread 
before him in this day— -a good and honorable life, spent in its own 
unchanging ways. He looked at the old man and wondered if now 
at seventy he was satisfied with what he had had. It was hard to 
believe that Mr. Muraki had ever wanted anything else. 

It was exactly at the moment when Ganjiro slipped and fell into 
the water and burst into a loud cry that the noise in the street 
began. I-wan remembered that, for in the confusion of rushing to 
lift Ganjiro out of the water, it seemed that the child was making 
all the noise. But in a second Ganjiro’s crying was lost in the 
shouting from outside the gate, and Bunji was roaring, “What is 
the matter — what is the matter.?*^ And Shiro was sbrieki^, “Is it 
an earthquake? Has anyone felt anything?” And Tamalfe come 
running out to I-wan and the children, and they all stood there 
together, waiting to feci the earth move beneath their feet. 

But the earth did not move. Around them in the garden every- 
thing was as it had been, the water sliding over the rocks, the sun 
sinking, its long shadowy rays underneath the trees upon the moss- 
green ground. Then they saw the old gardener running to them, 
in his hand a newspaper, the great black letters scarcely dry upon 
it. Bunji seized it from his hand and they crowded around it. It 
was easy enough to read. In a moment they knew what had hap- 
pened. 

Three hundred Japanese— men, women, and cWldren— had been 
killed by Chinese soldiers in a little town near Peking. ... In 
revenge, the great headlines shouted,, in barbarous rarengt for the 
peaceful policing of Peking by Japanese soldiers! 

No one spoke. No one looked af , I-wan. They stood just as they 
-ihad been standing tyhen cticy were waiting for the earthquake. 

■V.' ^ 'i;; ■ t.' ” . . ' > '■ ’ • . '■ 
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|:ve0 the children, catching the knowledge o£ disaster, were silent, 
in the silence the noise of the street seemed louder than it was, for 
a telephone began ringing in the house without stopping a second, 
and they could hear that. And in another moment a maidservant 
came to Bunji and bowed and said, “Sir, you are wanted. It is 
General Seki’s office.” 

Bunji turned away without a word and went in and Setsu pat- 
tered after him. And then there was the stifled sound of a woman 
crying. It was Tama’s little maid, sobbing into her sleeve, 

“What is it, Miya?” Tama said to her sharply. 

And the little maid blurted out, “My brother— he must be dead, 
too. He had a little meat shop there in China— where they have all 
been killed. But business was so bad here — there are so many shops 
like his— so, when the government said they would help him to 
have a shop in China, where he could get rich, my father told him 
to go.” 

She sobbed aloud, and Ganjiro, seeing her weep, howled in terror. 
I-wan took him in his arms. But he was too dazed to comfort the 
child. What did tliis mean? He had taken the paper from Bunjrs 
hand and he read on. A colony of peaceful people massacred by 
Chinese trained and paid by Japanese to keep the peace! 

“Give me the child,” Tama said. “He is still crying,” 

He felt her take Ganjiro firmly away from him. And now Bunji 
was coming back, his face grave and cold. He did not look at I-wan. 
He came to his father, bowed, and said simply, “I am ordered at 
once to report for military duty,” 

He turned and went again into the house. 

No one spoke. If Mr, Muraki would only speak, or Shio, then, 
I-wan thought, he could say what he must somehow say, “Surely 
there was a reason. We Chinese do not kill people for noth- 

- 

We Chinese! A few moments ago he had been so closely knit into 
this family that he had not doubted he was one of them. But now, 
.jdif i^ijetice — ^ . 

must, go home,” Tama, ^aid in a strange voice* ^ 

: ^nd then they all began to move, to bow, to say farewell — only 
to saj^ farewell. There was not a word, of anything else. So, there- 

with tus sqna and the red- 
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eyed sniffling little maid, home through the twilighted stress. 
Everything was quiet again. People knew what had happened. 
They walked along talking o£ it, their faces grim, their voices low. 
Now and again there was a short rush of noise as a bus stopped, 
opened its door, and let out its crowds coming home from beaches 
and parks, those who had not heard. 

Twan, too, did not speak. He felt people’s eyes picking him out 
from among all the others, noting him different, but he walked 
stolidly oh, as though he saw nothing. Inwardly he was a confusion 
of shame and anger, but anger was the stronger. Now he w^anted 
to cry out to them all, ‘'Why do you play such injury and inno- 
cence? I tell you, we don’t kill people for play!” 

But he could not simply begin to shout this in the street to people 
who said nothing to him and who looked away when he stared 
back at them. 

He strode along, therefore, filling the silence with his own angry 
thoughts, remembering all the wrongs which Japan had done. 
EnJan knew them all It was En-lan who had told them to him, 
over and over. Even in those days they had not seemed real to him 
as they did to En-ian, That was because he had never lived in the 
north where En-Ian was, and where the Japanese had pressed the 
hardest, and because, too, in his father’s house he heard nothing. 
But now he remembered En-lan’s passionate voice, saying again 
and again, “They want to swallow us up as they have Korea. 
Sooner or later we’ll have to fight them ” The Twenty-one De- 
mands — ^how angry En-Ian could get over them! And it was the 
Japanese, he always said, who brought in opium and made it cheap 
so that poor people could buy it Every now and then En-lan used 
to work hard at boycotts against Japanese, and then shops would be 
ransacked and great bonfires piled up of Japanese goods in Shanghai 
streets. And sometimes Endan had been half beside himself with 
rage because some cowering small shopkeeper tore the labels from 
hi$ Japanese merchandise and swore it to be Chinese. But sotne* 
how, mysteriously, all boycotts came to an end. And at last every- 
thing had been lost in the greater rush of the oncoming revolution. 
And yet even then,. Tw^an remembered now, m om day he climbed:: 
. 'the stone steps to a 'classroom, Endan had kept saying in his 
! « f^Sooner or ‘ latter, . ahot ’ the ‘ revoluiion^ we . mmt rid ourselves bf ;ihte 
tanan"”'* ^ 
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wanted at least to tell Tama — to explain to Tama, indeed, 
above all — but she was very busy. 

“Miya, you are to go home at once to your parents,” she told the 
little maid. ‘1 will do everything. Don’t come tomorrow. Comfort 
your parents for a day or two.” 

And while the little maid went away, weeping gratefully, Tama 
hurried at undressing tlie children and bathing and feeding them 
and putting them to bed. And when I-wan would have helped she 
pushed, him away, though gently. 

'*No, I-wan, go to your study and rest yourself. I can do this quite 
easily.” 

He heard her everywhere about the house as he sat in the dark- 
ness of his study. The light was no use to him when he wanted only 
to think, to argue the whole list of Japan’s wrongs to his country. 
Tonight, when Tama would say to him, as she must once the 
house was quiet and they were alone together, “I-wan, tell me how 
such a thing could happen” — ^when she said this, he would say 
to her — 

But she said nothing. She came in after a while and touched the 
button by the door so that the light poured on him. 

“I-wan, why are you in the dark? Come, supper is ready.” 

She took his hand gently and led him away, and then all during 
the meal she talked, quickly and softly, not of that but only of her 
father and what she could remember of him when she was small 
and how good he was and wise. 

“Even when he wanted you to marry old Seki?” I-wan put in, 
and wished he had not. 

For she answered steadily, “Even that he did because he thought 
it was right.” 

She . met his eyes and he thought, “What is the use of speech, if 
they make wrong right?” 

No usc“™-no use, he told himself, and kept his own silence, too. 


Hi:! ^ ' 
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He could not be sure whether people were the same or not. He 
watched everywhere for looks flung at him secretly, for coldnesses. 
But it was impossible to be sure, because of this long argument he 
was now continually making inside himself with no one and yet 

is, with; Japan. In his house he came 
Tama' would"'neyer' speak. 
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Whatever she thought— but after a few days he decided that 
was Bot thiakiiig, even. Well, then, he argued, was this, too, sincere, 
or had she simply determined not to think? 

He saw Bunji no more. Bunji had gone that same night. I-wan 
waited to be told to take his place as he had before, but no message 
came from Shio or Mr. Muraki, Bunji’s ofSce remained empty, and 
in his own office I-wan worked exactly as he had. But there was 
now a greats deal more work. The shipments of goods had increased 
again enormously. But most of them were not unpacked now in 
Nagasaki. They were shipped straight on to Shio in Yokohama and 
I-wan knew of it only because of Shio’s reports and descriptions 
which had to be checked and filed and catalogued, Peking, he read 
again and again, goods from Peking. 'Loot, he thought grimly, what 
else but loot which Mr. Muraki was buying and selling? 

And yet there was nothing but the same silence about him. He 
could not be sure that there was any other change. The two girls 
on the other side of the partition were as courteous and quick to 
answer his call, and if he bought something the clerks in the shops 
were as submissive and eager as ever. No, but there was a change. 
People did not speak to him as easily as they used to speak in 
greeting or in the small talk of everyday. He felt stifled and 
smothered in silence, as though he were surrounded by darkness. 
Or was this his imagination, too, and was it simply that people 
were grave with their fears, and talked less gaily to each other? 

He could not tell And yet in this silence all his life faded into 
unreality. The tangible things which he had made for himself, his 
home and his marriage, his children and his place in the world, 
escaped him. The only reality now became this long constant argu- 
ment in himself with Japan. For when he argued he seemed to see 
opposing him not Tama or Bunji or any Japanese, but a vague 
unknown Japan. He could not connect with that Japan this pretty 
city in which he lived, or these green hills and the islanded sea 
whose beauty he endlessly enjoyed* 

And in his house Tama was more careful than ever for his com- 
fort Without planning it so, they now went out no more. One day 
he said, '‘Shall we take the children to the park?** 

She shook! her head. ''They are quite happy at home,** die repfol.. 
'Why should we trouble to take them?** 

‘ ,'Sl|e smiled . at '1 him. But after she had left the room ‘it'ocbbrir^' 
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to, him, ‘"Does she suffer among her own people became she is 
married to me?” 

He could not ask her. If she did so suffer, if he knew it, then 
the very rock under his life would be shaken. 

Outside his window he heard Jiro’s high sweet voice demanding, 
“Why does Miya cry, Mother? When you don’t see her, she is 
always crying and crying ” 

He heard Tama’s quiet voice. “Her brother has been .killed, Jiro” 

“Who killed him, Mother?” Jiro’s voice was lively with fresh 
interest, 

“Chinese soldiers, in China,” Tama replied. 

“Then they are bad!” Jiro’s voice came full of indignation. 

And hearing it, I-wan was angry with Tama. Why could she not 
have said simply, “The man is dead!”? He leaned from his window 
and saw her watering plants in the garden and beside her was Jiro 
with his own small watering pot 

“Tama!” he said severely. “How can the child understand!” 

At his voice she looked up, and he felt her look, long and sorrow- 
ful, fixed upon him. Instantly she became real for him. He wanted 
to explain to her — But now Jiro was watching a yellow and brown 
butterfly hovering over the wet, flowers. The child had forgotten. 

He sat down again to his book. But he must explain to Tama 
tonight-— only, explain what? Three hundred innocent people dead 
— ^that she knew and would not forget. To- anything he said she 
would, in silence, hold that answer. He sat, not reading, his book 
in his hand. In Shanghai, he remembered, there used to be a great 
many Japaii^ese. No one paid any heed to them — ^there were all 
sorts of people in Shanghai, people of every nation. And yet some- 
how it seemed to him diat he remembered the Japanese now more 
clearly than any others because they were so wholly themselves. 
They remained as they had come, Japanese. And wherever they 
lived, the houses they made and the gardens they made became 
bits of Japan, as though they so loved their own country that 
wherever they were they must still be there. . * . And yet, he knew 
his own people. They did riot kill for. play. The Japanese had done 
something— something new, to make them so angry. This he must 
s^t, thinking ‘ 

I '1 called to him to': ^me , into the garden, and . he went 

had gone home- :They 
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were quite alone and together they- -walked up and down tb« I 

sanded path which Mr, Muraki had put at the edge o£ the garden I 

toward the sea. They looked out over the night-dark sea. This now I 

was the time when he must speak. He must spcakj but first he ;i I 

must break down her silence— % something, by anything. ; I 

“Were the children good today?’' he asked her. | 

“Very good,” she replied tranquiEy. I 

“I hope jou understand why I spoke as I did about Jiro,” he i I 

went on. • 1 1 

“Oh yes,” she said quickly, and added, “but children don’t re- 
member ” 

Was there more in these words than she meant him to know? 

He tried to see her face, but all its outlines were lost in the dusk. 

He saw only a whiteness under her black hair. He must go on, 
then. 

“You know, Tama, I feel so strongly— we must wait until we 
have the whole truth. I have written to my father, and I, myself, 
feel I will not decide until his letter comes ” 

“Decide?” Her white face turned to him quickly. 

“I mean, judge,” he said. 

She turned her face toward the sea again without answering. 

“You know this, Tama,” he insisted. And when still she did not 
answer he grew angry. 

“Tama!” he cried. 

Then at last she spoke. 

“What has it to do with us?” she said. 

No, but she was evading him. Inside herself she was thinking, 
feeling, he was sure of it— perhaps against him. He must reach 
her. ^ ‘ 

“I must feel you think thei-e may have been cause,” he maintained. 

And now she replied instantly, as though this answer had long 
been ready. 

“What does it matter what I think when I am your wife?” 

^ No, but' this was ‘what any Japanese wife might say* It was retreat 
—retreat from him, what else? ’ , 

“DonT be a-^a Japanese woman!^^: he -shouted. ’ 

' ^ ;Her voice ’came through the darkness, , _ _ , - 

. ; “But 1 mn a’ Japgnew womaftl’*' ; ‘ ' 

[ ; lief yoiee ’was" pade^ ‘yrith ’ all' 11^”' usual, sweetne^s^ #4 
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ler there at his side as unyielding and as inexorable, as Im- 
,3*.^trable as, the very night itself. 

"‘The truth is you have already made up your mind/’ he said 
roughly. He must beat against her somehow — somehow break her 
to pieces! “You believe, without any reason, that my people could 
simply massacre like savages— -you don’t know us. If you think that, 
you have no understanding of me. We have suffered for years while 
you Japanese have been stealing our land, our trader—” He was 
being unjust enough himself, making her stand for Japan. But, 
having begun to talk aloud at last, he could not stop. “No, I know 
what happened. Our soldiers, when they saw Peking captured — 
and under an enemy flag — they could not bear it after everything 
else. We’ve held ourselves back all these years — ” 

She flew at him. She was shaking his arm. 

“And who,” she demanded, “killed Japanese in Nanking on 
March the twenty-seventh, in nineteen hundred and twenty-seven, 
and who killed Japanese in Shanghai in nineteen hundred and 
thirty-two?” 

“You have held it all these years— against me!” he cried. 

But she shook her head. 

“No — but against your people!” 

“But I am they— to you!” He was angry enough to kill her, he 
thought — and then he remembered that a moment ago he had 
made her stand for Japan. Her voice reached toward him sadly. 

“Am I to you — one of those — who ought to be killed?” 

There was nothing of the Japanese about her now. They were 
two people speaking across the infinite difference of race. And 
then suddenly he felt her rush into his arms. Her arms were about 
his neck and she was sobbing on his shoulder. She was broken, 
at last. But he felt no triumph. She had broken without yielding. 

“Hush— you will waken the children,” he whispered. In the 
stillness of the garden her weeping was loud, and Jiro woke easily. 
And how could they explain to him this weeping, he thought sadly. 
In himself he felt weak and tired, now that anger had flown. He 
.toopthed her head. ■ ■ 

illffou are 'right/* 'he said. “The truth— whatever it is— has noth- 
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, . . And yet, thougii each desired above ali this union, in tjie 
midst of their passion in the night before they slept, his desire died. 
He wanted her— and then could not take her. She waited a mo- 
ment. Then she whispered, “What is it?” 

He could not answer because he did not know. He lay, himself 
surprised, and said nothing at all, his arms still about her. He was 
helpless and ashamed— but speechless. And after a little while, 
without pressing him, she withdrew herself and straightened her 
garments ’and arranged herself for sleep. 

Did she sleep? He could not tell, since she was able to lie so 
still, sleeping or awake. He lay, touching her shoulder and thigh 
and foot. They were so close. Were they not close here in their 
own house? She moved toward him a little and he felt her hands 
take his hand and hold it to her bosom. And with her touch he 
knew. Her flesh, her sweet and intimate flesh, was changed to 
him. No, it was he who had changed. Tenderness poured into 
him, but there was no final desire. And in the very way she held 
his hand, so tenderly, too tenderly, he knew that she too had felt 
the same death strike across her heart. She too now wanted no 
more children. Out of the past something long dead had reached 
out, the will of their ancestors, and had pulled them apart 

“Ganjiro has a cold,” Tama said to him next day. “I had better 
stay by him tonight.” 

She was moving her sleeping things out of his room into the 
room where Ganjiro now slept with his older brother. Tonight, 
she said— but he knew she meant every night. There could be 
no more passion between them. 

But he only said, “Is he feverish?” 

“A little,” Tama replied. 

He took her wooden pillow into the other room and her mirror 
and the tiny chest of drawers which held the combs and pins for 
her hairdressing. He would never be angry again with her, he 
knew. All day long she had been so pitifully kind, so tender that 
his "heart ached. For he knew that such tenderness was a chasm . 
' between tjhcm., There was no way to bridge it,, to- find- each atheir’s. 

real being. Whatever happened now, , their tenderness would not 
; ' ' f|il. They were caught and held, in it as in an amber. ' . , ^ ^ 

' ' . He 'grew,' as, day? went oh,' increasingly 'bnely. Sometimes he- 
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imagined that even Jiro and the little one drew away from him as 
though they disliked him. Then he told himself this could not 
be. It was simply that he was too solemn. But indeed his life he 
found more difScult every day. There had been not one letter 
from his father or from I-ko. Impossible to believe that Tko at 
least had not written! He did not want to read the newspapers 
because he did not believe them. And yet if he did not read them 
he heard nothing. 

One morning when he went to work he had been sent for to 
Bunji’s office and there at Bunji’s desk sat a young mao whom in- 
stantly he knew he hated. 

‘1 am Mr. Hideyoshi,” the young man announced briskly. *‘I am 
promoted from submanager in the Yokohama office to this post.” 
He grinned. “Unfortunately my eyes are bad, or I should be fight- 
ing for my country in China, , * • Sit down.” 

He motioned to a chair and I-wan bowed slightly and sat down- 
Last time Bunji went away it was he who had been manager. But 
Ship had sent this man to work here — ^perhaps to watch him. 

*^Haye you seen the paper this morning.?” Mr. Hideyoshi burst 
into loud laughter. 

“No, I have not,” I-wan said quietly. He was already full of 
hatred against this man, 

“Read it, then!” The man flung the paper toward him. '^*It is 
really too funny.” 

I-wan looked at the front page. There was a great deal about— 
why, about Shanghai! He had not looked at the papers for several 
days. No, but what were the Japanese doing now in Shanghai? 
He read hastily down the column. What was this? Laughter, 
laughter because of a mistake — 

“The Chinese Help Japan!” he read. “Chinese Aviator Bombs 
Shanghai!” Laughter— laughter — down the page he followed — 
hideous laughter! A young Chinese aviator had mistaken his aim 
upon a Japanese target and had dropped his bombs into a crowded 
I ^|^e54f;-rtSidndreds of People Killed—”’ 

some Japanese tricfe! He, read racing on— no, 
true. Here were the details, too 
He knew th^^ street. He had been upon it 
always full o| people 
staring. at the show., 
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, . . Here was the picture o£ it now, 'badly printed on the cheap 
Japanese paper^ but still to be recognized, though the walls were 
fallen into twisted steel and crushed concrete, and bodies hung 
where they were caught. 

He looked up to see Hideyoshi*s laughing face. 

‘Hah, you are reading about it! Terrible— but still very funnyk’ 
He laughed again. '‘To drop bombs on their own people— it’s funny, 
is it not?’’ , 

Twan choked. 

“It’s not true,” he muttered. “Some mistake—” 

“No mistake,” Hideyoshi said briskly. “Every paper has the 
same story. Everybody, is laughing. It is as good as a Japanese 
victory. Now the English and Americans will see how foolish the 
Chinese are. The Chinese are so kind — ^they help their enemies arid 
kill their own people!” 

“Then you admit the Japanese are killing the Chinese?” Twan 
demanded. 

“We can no longer endure their insults,” Mr. Hideyoshi re- 
plied, pursing his lips. “You must know that we have been very 
patient. Boycotts, prejudices, attacks from mobs, assassinations un- 
punished — we have endured all these for years at the hands of the 
Chinese. Now our Emperor is determined to put an end to Chinese 
animosity. We shall fight until all anti-Japanese feeling is stamped 
out and the Chinese are ready to co-operate with us.” 

I-wan stared at him, not believing what he heard. 

“You mean,” he repeated, “you will kill us and bomb our cities— 
and— and — ^rape our women — until we learn to love you?” 

Now it was he who burst into loud laughter. He could not control 
his laughter, 

“I am to love you, you say! Mti Hideyoshi, I must love you, 
because _ you— -you — ” 

Mr. Hideyoshi looked bewildered. “Not you as an individual ” 
he broke in. “Besides, we look upon you as a Japanese, You have 
been here so long and you are married to a Japanese lady—” 

I-wan’s laughter stopped as though it had been chopped ofi. 

“What’s the matter?” Mr. Hideyoshi asked, seeing his face. 

^ ^'Nothing,” Twan, 'answered. “I 'see — all in n moment— thete^* 
; nothing to laugh .-at” He bowed quickly and went, back, to Ms 
. office and 'UX' He' felt _choked'. again; .and’ te 
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began to throb with the old pain. He pulled out a drawer and 
<!r€W forth some folders and pretended to begin work. But he 
could do nothing. 

*'We look upon you as a Japanese/* Mr. Hideyoshi had said. 
Once Endan had written down, in the way he had of writing down 
everything, a history of what Japan had done in China. It was a 
long list, reaching back, I-wan now remembered, into his grand* 
father's time. There were forced concessions of land and trade, there 
were loans made to bandit warlords in the name of government 
for securities of valuable mines, there was the seizure of Kiaochow 
and the Twenty-one Demands. He had been a little boy when he 
himself could first remember, but his nurse had taken him out to 
see the parades then made against Japan. The flags, he remembered, 
were beautiful, but he had been frightened at a great poster show- 
ing a large cruel Japanese swallowing many small and helpless 
Chinese, and he had cried so that his nurse took him home again. 
But for a night or two he had had bad dreams and had screamed 
himself awake, so that they had let Peony move a little bamboo 
bed into his room and sleep near him. How therefore could he be 
a Japanese now? Tama had not touched really that inner self 
which was he. . . . No, Tama and everyone else now remained out- 
side of him. 

Two days later there was fresh news in the papers. Mr. Hide- 
yoshi put his head in the door of I-wan^s office. 

are doing our own bombing in Shanghai now,” he re- 
marked, all his teeth glistening in a grin. "'Did you see the Osal^a 
Mainichi today?” 

I-wan stared at him steadily without answering. He wanted to 
kill this man. This man, he wanted to smash, to crush, as one 
crushed a beetle! Mr. Hideyoshi, seeing his look, shut the door 
hastily. 

And ye# it was not hatred which brought I-wan at last to that 
moment when suddenly, as clearly and simply as though he had 
been told, he knew what he had to do. It was something deeper 
in him than hatred could ever be. 

- ; I day$ after this was a day yrhen a ship came in from China, 
Swan’s duty to meet,. h,. and .receive into the customs 
' dj£|'.lhe jetty, merchandise it brought for the house of 
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Muraki* It was a strange sight he saw as he stood watching the 
unloading of that ship. The carefully packed crates of goods marked 
Muraki were as nothing compared to odier goods being set down 
upon the docks. These were not curios and fine things, but the 
common things which people use every day. They were, for the 
most part, unpacked, as though they had been put hastily upon the 
ship, and if there was now and then a heavy old desk or a carved 
chair, there were to be seen far more often beds and tables and 
stoves of foreign metals and shapes, pianos and pictures and 
bedding and electric refrigerators, music boxes and carpets and 
cushions and velvet curtains and all such things as well-to-do Chi- 
nese delighted to have in their homes in Shanghai, such things, 
indeed, as might easily have come out of his own father’s house. 
He looked at the stuff, half expecting to see something he knew, 
but he did not. And for everything there was someone to expect it 
and claim it. 

*‘Now I know there is real war/’ he thought grimly. ‘This is loot 
and nothing else. These things have been in people’s homes,” 

And yet in the midst of his rising fury he was stopped. For there 
was something else on this ship, too. When all else had been un- 
loaded, and he stayed in his anger to see it all, he saw many small 
wooden boxes begin to be brought off. Each had a name written 
in letters upon its top. And these, too, were expected. A man stood 
to call each name, and as he called, a little group of persons came 
forward and received a box and all of these people were in deepest 
mourning. And instantly I-wan knew that the boxes held the ashes 
of those who had been killed in battle. 

He had someho'Ov thought only of Chinese being killed. Now 
he knew how foolish he was. These people, too, must suiffer. He 
stood, watching and silent, as each small box was received preciously 
and carried away. There was no sound of loud weeping. People 
even smiled as they Received their dead. They had been taught to 
smile when those they loved died in battle. But down their faces 
their tears streamed. 

He stood, forgetting who he was, pressing nearer and nearer, 
until now he became aware that he was so close that the eyes of 
many fell upon him as they wept. They must have known him 
for what he was, a Chinese, and yet their looks were not of hatred 
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but only o£ pure sorrow. And he fell back a little when he saw this. ^ 
It could not have been so in his' own country, he thought unwilh 
ingiy. No, his people were not so disciplined to sorrow as these. 
Their sorrow would have overflowed into wailing and cursing. 

He moved back again, half ashamed, and knocked against an 
old man standing alone, a box wrapped in his arms as though it 
were his child. And Twan, looking inadvertently into his eyes, 
saw such patient sorrow that he could not but stammer some- 
thing about his wonder that there was such patience afid no sign 
of hatred. And to this the old man answered gently, “Why should 
we hate you? You had nothing to do with this. And besides, our 
people are taught to suffer gladly for our country.”’ The tears burst 
from his eyes as he said this, but he only clutched the box more 
firmly and said, his old voice shaking, “Yes— I rejoice— my only 
son--’' 

And this old man uttering these words brought light to I-wan. 
The dusk, the silence, in which he had been living broke and 
was gone. He was at that instant recalled to his old self. Yes, to 
that old self which had been he in the days when he dreamed of 
his country and lived to make her what he dreamed. How these 
people loved their country! The love of country which he saw 
shining in this old man’s face— it was the most beautiful love in 
the world. How small and selfish was the love of one creature for 
another! There was a love infinitely larger, a love into which he 
wanted to throw his whole self. Had he not known such love? 

. . . . “1-wan, you are like a priest,” Peony had said. . . ♦ He longed 

suddenly to lose himself and all his doubts in great sacrifice. He had 
never been so happy, he now thought, as he had been in those old 
days with En-Ian— no, not even with Tama, and with all her 
ministering to him. He was one who was happiest when he min- 
istered. This was his nature, only he had not known it. It had taken 
the suffering of other people to show it to him. In his own country 
hoW many suffered now! * 

He turned, and the old man went away. But I-wan did not need 
Impre., He' ^ done his wo^k.'Fate, that strange fate in 
; which Tama always believed, had used him for the necessary mo- 

'■";'3lienf,t:tod‘'m then dismissed him. T-wan, without thinking of 

goods'- ■ in ' custpms';:h 0 us'e»'::Bnt'::aE 

i he listened to, the demands of the customs officers. 
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while he watched clerks open the crates, and while he checked oac 
paper after another, his mind and his, heart were asking: 

“How shall I tell Tama?” 


At first, on his way home, he drought that he would simply go 
without telling her. He w^ould write it all down in a letter for her 
to read when he w^as gone. Then he could explain to her in his 
own language, the written language which was hers also. 

He had nlmost persuaded himself to this when he stepped into 
his house. Usually she was there waiting for him in the garden or 
at the door. But tonight she was delayed. He was already inside, 
taking off his shoes, when she came running out o£ the kitchen, 
pushing back her hair as she came. 

“Oh, I am so late!” she cried. “Well, I was making something you 
like, and it took me such a long time.” 

When she came running up to him, her wide eyes frank and 
her face rosy, he knew he could never go away without telling 
her. And yet if he waited his heart would fail him. In the rush of 
the moment he seized her shoulders and began to speak. 

“Tama, I must go home — am needed there.” 

He said it very quietly, so that he would not startle her, but her 
body grew still and stiff under his hands and the blood fled from 
her face. She did not say, “Let me go, too.” No, she knew now that 
he meant he must go alone. 

He hurried on. “I have been miserable all these days. I havenk 
known what to do.” 

“I knew what you were thinking,” she said. Her voice was so 
small he could scarcely Irear it, 

“But you didn’t tell me,” he retorted, “I thought you didn’t 
know.” ' 

“I didn’t want— I was so afraid— you might think it your— duty 
—to leave us,” she faltered. Her lips were trembling and be could 
not bear to see it. He pressed her face to his breast and laid his 
.icheek on her hair. 

^ “I didn’t know what I ought to. do until tonight,” he said. “Ao, 
dd man holding a little box of ashes made me see how sweet and 
—right— it is to die for one’s country ” He .was using old words- 
She had never heard them, but Miss Mhitlandhy once^made iteih 
those words. En*lan had -argued with herj> sayings 




ouglit not, to die for one's' country, if the country is wrong. It is' 

And then Miss Maitland had seemed quite angry. She told them 
about a young Englishman who so loved England that he had said 
his dust would be forever England. En-lan had said no more, only 
smiled, unchanging. . ■ ^ 

. But now, holding Tama in his arms, I-wan knew that Miss Mait- 
land was right and Endan was wrong. It made no difference 
whether one's country was right or wrong. He would liever have 
believed he could go back and take a place under Chiang Kai-shek. 
But he could. 

She nodded, and took up her wide sleeve and wiped her eyes. 

“‘Of course you must go,” she said simply, “if you think your coun- 
try needs you.” 

She swallowed once or twice and wiped her eyes again. “‘As a 
Japanese, I understand that,” she said. 

He could feel her heart beating against him, denying the calm- 
ness of her words. 

“You know— I am the same to you,” he whispered. 

She drew away from him. 

“Oh yes,” she said, “I know. This has nothing to do with us. 
We’ll have to plan ” 

He could see her practical mind begin to work. But at the kitchen 
door Miya now appeared, in distress. 

“Oku-san, now what shall I do?” she called, “It’s boiling!” 

“Oh!” Tama exclaimed. “We’ll talk later,” she told him. ““After 
all, there’s no use in letting the fish spoil ” 

She flew toward the kitchen door. 

They talked long into the night, sitting with the screens drawn 
aside so that the garden lay before them and beyond it the sea. All 
the time Tama gazed out toward the sea. The night was not moon- 
lit. When their eyes grew used to the darkness, they could scarcely 
see even the outlines of the garden, though they had put out all the 
lights Because of the summer moths. He could not see her face 
except to know it was turned away from him. 

They sat on the mats, and he held her hand. It was warm and 
strong in his. She did not weep or protest anything. She had, he 
.p^dyedp beon thinking lor a long time, about thi$, waking for 
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whatever must come. When he asked, ‘"What do you think yon and 1 

the children had better do?” she was quite ready, ^ t 

“Of course we can always return to my own father's house. He .I 

is so fond of the children,” she answered. I 

He had not thought of this. He had imagined tlieir staying here | 

until— but until when? Who knew the end of this war? 1 

“It is doubtless the best thing,” he agreed unwillingiy. Jiro and | 

Ganjiro growing up in Mr. Muraki’s house! They would forget i 

this little iiouse he had built for them, where they had lived with | 

him, their Chinese father. ! 

“You will help them — ^to remember me?” he asked her. 

He felt the hold of her hand strengthen. ’ 

“Shall I be an undutiful wife because misfortune has caught us?” 
she replied. She w^^ent on in a rush of energy. “Am I to blame you? 

You are not forsaking us. I shall tell them, ‘Honor your brave 
father, who fights for his country! ~Twan, may we spend a little 
money and have a big picture of you? I want a picture of you as 
you are now, before you go. Then I’ll put it where the children 
will see it every day, and well keep flowers by it—” Her voice broke 
and she stopped and coughed. 

“We will do it tomorrow,” he promised. 

He thought he felt her trembling, but then after a moment she 
said, her voice quite calm, “Shall you need a new bag, or is the 
one we have good enough?” 

“I shall take very little,” he said. “I shall be wearing uniform in 
a few days.” 

Now indeed she was trembling, but he knew her well enough, 
too, to know that she would thank him most if he said nothing to 
break her down. So he sat smoothing her hand a little and talking 
on and on. 

“I 'suppose I had better take the next boat,” he said quietly. 

“There is one in four days. That will give us time for everything. 

I must tell your father.” • 

“Let me,” she said in a smothered small voice. “Let us tell no 
one. I want these four days— as though you weren’t going. After 
you have gone, 111 go and tell him.” 

He pondered this a moment.' “It might seem ungrateful of 
Taipa,” he said* - 

■ ; j “No,” 'She repeated. “No, I will t# them; Let me have my my. 
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He will understand— the one thing he will always understand in 
you is what you do now.” 

“He is very kind— ” I-wan began, but Tama interrupted him. 
“Any Japanese would understand it,” she said proudly. 

He would not pack his own bag until an hour before he had to 
go to the ship. The few days, each so long in passing, seemed noth- 
ing now that they were gone together. He had let them pass exactly 
as Tama wished, crossing her in nothing. Each day except the last 
he had worked as usual, saying nothing, but putting everything 
in order for the unknown who was to take his place. He had never 
loved this work of merchandising, and he did not mind leaving it. 
And yet it had bought him security and a place of his own. If he 
had wished, he could have stayed safely here always— if he had 
been able in himself to do it. But he was not able. 

On the last day, because he knew Tama wished it, he went with 
her to pray at the Shinto temple on. the hill. He had gone with her 
there sometimes before, but he would never enter the shrine with 

“I cannot pray without belief,” he always said, “and I do not 

believe." r i j 1.1 j 

So she had always gone in with the children alone. It had troubled 

him that she took the children in, but he had let it pass, remember- 
ing that when he was small he too had gone to temples with his own 
mother.’ But when he grew older he had followed his father, who 
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Stood with diem while they prayed. Even little Ganjiro knew how 
to pray, he saw, and was astonished. His two sons— would they" 
grow up worshiping their mother’s gods.? And yet, how could he 
prevent this now.? 

“Let them,” he thought suddenly, “i£ it makes them as good as 
she is.” 

For himself, he felt nothing even now except the precious close- 
ness of Jiro’s hand in his, and Ganjiro’s arm hugging his leg. 

And then' was the end of the last day, and the next morning 
came, and then the last hour. He began to put a few clothes into the 
bag, his extra business suit, his sleeping garments, and some books, 
and then Tama came in with something in her arms, something silk 
and blue. He did not know what it was. She shook it out and he 
saw it was a Chinese robe he had once worn. 

“You had this on the first time I saw you,” she said, smiling so 
sadly he could not bear to see such smiling. 

“I haven’t worn it for years,” he said. 

“Now you may want it again,” , she replied. 

She folded it carefully, sleeve to sleeve, and put it in his bag. 

He felt her, as he had felt her all these four days, as close to 
him as his own body. He knew continually what she thought and 
what she wanted and how near she was at every moment to weep- 
ing. But he knew that she had set for herself the goal of not weep- 
ing until he was gone. She would smile at him while he was here 
and until he could see her face no more. And he helped her, for he 
knew if she failed in this she would be ashamed and suffer for it 
always, thinking she had not achieved the perfection of self-control 
she should for his sake. They had gone through the hours so close 
together, and yet they had not touched more than each the other’s 
hand. 

So it camp to the last moment of all. In. the harbor the ship’s 
funnel was beginning to smoke. Its engines were being fired. The 
ship was to sail at noon. 

“I must go now, Tama,” he' said quietly. 

They had agreed three days ago that he would go alone and 
that the children were not to know. Only Tama knew. They went 
together,, hand in hand, to the garden where di^ little boys plAysid*! ' 
They were making a dam of small, stones across the narrow 
afid; 4i,d not look up* He cpiild hear .&eir, yoice% Jiro’s 
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manding as it always did and Ganjiro’s answering with questions. 

For one moment he felt that he could not do what he had 
planned. 

“I shall send for you and the children,” he said to Tama, ""As 
soon as I can do it, you shall all come.” 

But Tama shook her head. 

""When shall we be wanted?” she said. 

Her words, her voice, her quiet fatal eyes, recalled him and 
swept him out of this moment again into the vaster liour where 
their individual lives were now lost. 

“I must go,” he said quickly. 

He seized her in his arms, pressed his cheek against hers, looked 
at her once,, and in her face saw eternity between them. 

He stepped upon the ship’s deck and at the same instant the 
gangplank began to move upward. 

""Another minute and you’d have been left, my fine feller,” a 
rough American voice said, but he did not answer. He walked 
toward the stern of the ship where the second class was and found 
the number of his cabin. The small room was empty, but his cabin- 
mate’s luggage was already there, spread upon the lower berth* 
He flung his own bag into the upper berth and then went outi 
Doors were open along the corridor and everywhere he heard the 
unfamiliar sounds of his own tongue. 

But he went up the stairs to the deck again and stood watching 
the hills. Now the ship was moving steadily away from the dock. 
In a few moments they would be leaving the harbor. He searched 
the slope of the hill nearest the sea. Yes, there it was, his little 
house — and the square of green softer than the surrounding green 
was the garden. And now he could see the spot of color that was 
Tama. He could not see her face, and yet he could feel her eyes 
straining to see him. A tiny spot of bright orange moved across 
the green to stand beside her. That was Jiro — ^his son. 

And then suddenly, if he could have done it, I-wan would have 
leaped into the sea to rush back to them. That little house — ^there, 
it seemed to him at this moment, there was his true home where 
Tama stood. Why had he left hier? What if he followed again 
what he had once followed before, a mirage which he had thought 
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was ills co'iintry? She would be weeping* now— he £eit his throat, ’ 
thicken with tears. 

“Hello/* an American voice said. 

He started a little and looked down into a square* pleasant* ugly 
face at his shoulder. It was not an American* but a Chinese* wear- 
ing* it is true* an American suit of dark blue striped with w^hite. It 
was too big for him and he looked up cheerfully out of a bluish- 
white celluloid collar much too big. 

“Fm in the laundry business in Seattle/* the man said with a 
bright American smile. '1 guess Fm your cabinmate— Cantonese* 
named Lim— Jackie— born in U. S. A. though— third generation 
— ^though my old granddad went hack to Canton when he was 
sixty. I can*t speak my own language. But I figure I can fight 
without talking. Fm going home to fight the Japs.** 

“So am I/* I-wan said quickly. 

The man held out his hand. 

“Put it there*’* he said heartily. And I-wan felt a firm dexterous 
small hand seize his. 

The mists of longing cleared from his brain. When he looked 
at the hillside again, he could see nothing. The ship had turned 
and was headed for the open sea. 







-||“E KNEW the moment his feet felt the ground beneath them 
that this was not at all the country he had left. Still less 
was this the country which he and En-lan had dreamed 
of making in those days. 

The Bund was crowded with distracted people rushing toward 
boats and docks. Rickshas rolled past him, piled high with cheap 
furniture and bedding. Men and women clutched their crying 
children and shouted at the sweating pullers as they ran. Motor 
cars loaded with trunks and lacquered boxes and fine carved furni- 
ture and satin-garbed people, silent and white-faced, rushed by. 
Farther away, toward the north of the city, there was a dark mass 
of something which was not cloud, 

‘‘Is there a fire?’’ he asked I-ko immediately, pointing to this 
mass. 

He had sent a radio from the ship telling of his coming, and 
here was I-ko to meet him. He was glad I-ko- was alone and that 
the German was not with him. I-ko stepped out of his father’s 
great American car and was now standing very handsome in a new 
uniform of dark blue cloth. He turned to speak to the White 
Russian chauffeur, who answered with a sharp salute. 

Then he answered I-wan’s question. “You must grow used to 
that. There is a fire every hour somewhere,” he said.' 

On the dock I-wan’s cabinmate stood diffidently to one side. He 
had cotne out very cheerfully to tell I-wan good-by, since he went 
on to Hong Kong, I-wan had taken a great liking to this strange 
little American-Chinese. But Jackie Lim, seeing I-ko in his mag- 
nificence, was now abashed* He seemed to shrink still further inside 
hi^ garments. ^ #■ ’ 

“I-ko, this is Mr, Lim, from America, .who is come back to fighC 
I-wan said. 
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tended not to see it, and Jaclde 'Lim put his hand in his pocket and 
^ giggled. Upon his flat nose a sweat broke out. 

‘‘Write to me, Lim/’ I-wan said, throwing an angry look at Lko. 
‘‘Tell me how you find your grandfather and let me know what 
regiment you join/’ 

“Sure/’ Jackie said, grinning. '‘T’ni not much of a hand at writ- 
ing, but I guess I can do that.” 

They shook hands, and Jackie went back on board, and I-wan, 
stepping into the car, saw him staring earnestly at tiie sliore, his 
face solemn. 

“A good man,” he told I-ko. “He’s going home for the first time 
to see his old grandfather in Canton. Then he will enlist as a 
soldier, simply to fight.” 

I-ko must understand the heroic quality in this foolish-looking 
fellow. But I-ko only said impatiently, “There are plenty like him 
—too many! Fools, full of enthusiasm and nothing else! They have - 
almost ruined us, I-wan — well-meaning fools! They’ve dropped 
bombs on our own men, and yesterday they bombed an American 
ship— oh, by accident, of course, thinking it was Japanese — as if we 
hadn’t trouble enough, without having to read and answer Amer- ■ 
ican protests and paying thousands of dollars out in indemnities! ; 
I tell you, I haven’t found any reason to be proud of being a 
Chinese since I canie home!” 

I-ko’s handsome profile stared coldly ahead. Had his German - 
wife, I-wan thought, helped to make him ashamed? I-ko leaned / 
over and shut the glass partition behind the chauffeur, and went 
on. “The truth is, I-wan, the Japanese have beaten us on every 
point. In the air we can’t cope with them. Our air force is nothing 
—rotten to the heart — and a woman at the head of it!” He gave 
a snort of laughter. “It’s ridiculous! What other country has a 
woman at the head of the national air force? I don’t care if it is 


the great Madame Chiang! What does she know about aviation? 




Tm glad to go to Canton.” , 

yjau going to Canton?” I-wan asked. There was, he per- 
a great deal that he did not know. 

■ « all. goiitg* dijeept ' Father. , Frieda went three , yfccks ' 
’ilEed_ living heres., F'^rei^n^ 'women,” I-ko , said ’ .qont- ; i 

tristinfir I'fiin-rt'k 
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v^iy ■ sensitive -wanted to laugh. That 'woman 
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me/' I-ko was saying, '1 am' to take, a post in Canton iinider 
General Pai— Cliiang’s orders. And it _ is' not safe here any more for 
the old ones. I take them with me tonight, though of course they 
will not live with us. Frieda finds them difficult—as they are. I 
agree with her entirely.” 

The car stopped to let a stream of rickshas pass. 

suppose these people are all running away,” I-waa remarked. 


If I-ko agreed wdth her there must have been trouble in his 


father’s house. But he would not ask of that. 

'‘No use staying to be bombed by both sides/’ I-ko returned. 

They did not speak while the car swerved in and out among the 
crowded streets. I-ko asked him nothing, either, and 1-wan had, he 
felt, nothing to tell I-ko. He sat in silence, thinking, and looking 
out of the window. This was much worse than he had imagined. 
They were passing through streets of charred and roofless buildings. 
He forgot the German woman. 

“Tell me exactly what is happening,” he said to I-ko. 

I-ko shrugged his epaulets slightly. What sort of uniform was 
this he wore, I-wan wondered. Not a common soldier’s, certainly! 

“Exactly what you see/’ I-ko said contemptuously. “People are 
' running hither and thither and everything is going to ruin. There 
is no organization anywhere. Nothing is ready. Chiang sits up 
there in the capital at Nanking like a spider in the middle of a 
net. Only he catches no flies!” I-kp laughed harshly at his own 
words. 

“But surely he plans something,” I-wan said anxiously. 

^“I have seen no plans/’ I-ko replied. “When I left Germany I 
thought of course I was returning to an organized national army. 
What do I find? Hordes of untrained men, each separate horde 
obeying its own little head— no national conception of any kind! 
Obey? They don’t even obey their own generals! There is no 
discipline. A band of men rush out on their own impulse to attack 
the Japanese army when it is not the time to attack, when nothing 
is ready at the rear to support such an attack, when it is a foolish 
waste of men and ammunition— then everybody gets excited and 
I J : ;4;allb .them ketoesP* - , . ; . . - ’ 

I I-ko*s clear pale face grew suddenly flushed with pink. 
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learned what it means/’ I-ko said shortly. He went on after 
% moment. ‘‘Of course the Japanese army’s efficiency is simply 
because of its discipline. They learned from the Germans^ too.” 
And then after another moment he added again^ “Well not only 
never win — we’ve lost already.” 

I-wan said nothing. He knew perfectly what I4c> meant. He 
knew these people of his! It was true that they never believed the 
worst would happen. And if it did, they believed then that nothing 
could avert it. They had not prepared for this, he knew. But he 
would not believe they could lose. 

Above them tliree planes suddenly appeared. I-ko shouted to the 
chauffeur through the speaking tube. The chauffeur drew up to 
the curb and waited. The planes began to swerve downward, roar- 
ing. And then I-wan saw for the first time bombs dropping. They 
shone long and silver in the sunshine as they drifted downward 
into the Chinese city. It was impossible to be afraid of them. And 
yet after each disappeared there was a second of silence, then 
explosion and a cloud of smoke and dust rose in the distance. The 
planes mounted again and flew west. 

“Go on now,” I-ko commanded the chauffeur. 

They went on. Neither he nor I-ko spoke. How many people had 
been killed in these few minutes? Suddenly, before he could think, 
they were at the door he remembered so well. He went up the steps 
afe I-ko’s side feeling strange but somehow not afraid. He would 
have to see people dead, perfiaps, before he could be afraid of 
bombs. 

“Everything is in confusion,” I-ko told him brusquely. He rang 
the bell. “The old lady is so nearly dead I doubt she lasts the trip,” 
he added impatiently. 

Then the door opened. And immediately I-wan smelled the old 
. , sickish sweetness of his grandmother’s opium, and with * it all 
memory rushed over him again. A maid stood at her open door, 
stirring the stuff in a small bowl with a tiny silver spoon. She stared 
at i-wan. She was not in the least like Peony, whose place she had 
, : . taken, this high-cheeked, coarse-faced country girl. Peony! He had 

\ ‘ not thought of her even m coming home. But now it seemed she 

'pe herd with all else/ - . . ^ . - ' / ' * 

lli'll' ^ 'ever heard of Peofiy?” he asked Tko* ' , . 
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‘‘No,” he answered sneeringly* “That was gratitude, wasn’t it? 
Treated like a daughter, almost, for all those years!’’ 

“She earned what she had ” I-wan said abruptly, remembering* 
He turned aside to his grandmother’s room. “I’ll go in here first,” 
he said. 

“She won’t know you,” I-ko answered, half-way upstairs. But 
I-wan went on. 

No, his grandmother was long past Imowing anything now. 
She lay in the bed, a shriveled nut of a human creature, her flesh 
brown wrinkled leather on her skeleton as small as a child’s. She 
was blind, he saw. Her eyes were gray with cataracts. He called 
to her loudly. 

“Grandmother, it is I — ^I-wan — come home again!” 

But she could not hear him. He put out his hand and touched 
hers. It was cold and dry as a bird’s claw. When she felt his touch 
she opened her blue lips and whined a wailing cry. He dropped her 
hand quickly, half frightened. Could human beings become this in 
their uselessness? And then he heard a footstep behind him and 
there was his father come to find him. He had grown stouter, I-wan 
saw instantly; his look was quieter and his hair almost white, but 
his face looked the same. 

“Father!” he said. 

“My son!” his father replied and grasped him by the elbows. 
“The best thing that could have happened! Only why have you not 
answered my letters these last months!” 

“I had no letters!” I-wan exclaimed. “And I did write!” 

His father stared at him aAd shook his head. “I do not under- 
stand Muraki anymore,” he said. Then he let him go. “Well, you 
are here,” he went on. “We shall need no more letters.” 

It was hard to find something to say to his father. There was so 
much tp say. 

“Your grandfather is waiting for you in his room ” his father 
told him* 

“Grandmother doesn’t know me,” I-wan replied. He wondered 
if his grandfather, too— 

“You’ll find him much a$ he was,” his father said. “He is feeble, 
of course;' But he is ‘sitting there drmed-ifi hfS best uniform and 
, his ,m€dal%.ready to go six hours hence* He is ‘Full of advice 'm 
: ih^,' 'Japanese/’ He to laugh* ’^^The ;last rirue , 
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I went to cotifer with Chiang Kahshek m Nanking he sent a long 
^plan o£ his, showing how in tliree months we could rid ourselves 
not only of the Japanese but of all foreigners!*’ 

His father laughed again and then sighed, and they turned. The 
old woman began wailing as they left and Mr, Wu spoke to the 
servant sharply. 

“Give her the stuff— get her quiet!” 

“Yes— yes, sir,” the girl stuttered, hurrying. 

“There is nothing to be done with the old who are like that ” 
his father said. They were going upstairs. “Waste — ^waste — ” he 
muttered. 

I-wan did not answer. He felt a change in his father. He was 
gentler and yet somehow stronger, 

“How is my mother?” he asked. 

“She is just getting up,” his father replied. “She overslept herself 
, — ^the bombing last night kept her awake. She is terrified when that 
begins.” He stopped, his hand on the door of the old man’s room. 

“By the way,” he told I-wan^ “when she says you are to go with 
her to Canton, do not say you will go. You are not to go. You are 
to stay here, Chiang Kai-shek has plans for you.” 

He listened to this, watching his father’s face. Chiang Kai-shek, » 
the man whom he had once to escape, who had perhaps killed 
En-lan! But everything was changed, so why not this? 

“Very well,” he told his father steadily, and they went in. 

The old general sat by the window, the sun falling across his 
glittering breast. 

“Ah, you’ve come!” he said to I-wan, exactly as though I-wan 
had left only yesterday. 

“Yes, Grandfather,” I-wan answered, smiling. 

The old man trembled now with a slight palsy, so that all his 
medals jangled faintly. But he was as lordly as ever. 

“Sit down, both of you,” he ordered, and they sat down. The old 
man reached to a table and took up a small scroll which he un- 
' i'lplledi 

^ '‘Now, as soon as I reach Canton,” he went on pontifically, “I 
shall: present my plans in person to Pai^ The nut of the idea is this — . . 
let the’Jiapanese have their way. They tell me ten thousand people 
. ;m Slaanghd. , ^u^ , T say therei are millions of 

have^plenty^ the Japanese exhaust them- 
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jelves. When they are exhausted, then wc will invite them ^to 
return to their own country, not ah at once, but so many each year. 
And, so that they will not lose face — for it is well to be courteous 
with the enemy — we will request the persons 

return also, and since we ’ 

having saved all our resources, 

The old man gazed at them proudly. I- 

But he vyaS looking at t 

nign. 

“What do you think of it, I-wan 
“It is perhaps a Utde hard on 1 
said cautiously. How was it 
each other to such distances! 

“Nonsense!” ! 
are already used to 

In the second place, even if every Japanese movea mio oui. 
we would only feel it as we might some extra flies. Our countr 
too vast to be conquered, especiaUy by such a smaE one. . 
besides, our people can grow used to anythmg. 

His voice was definite, as though he expected no answer. 

I-wan gave him none. 

The old man ! 

“I’ve lost one of my 
now wholly different. It was 
“Which one? 
jcase where the i 

.opened it, . , . . 

“It was the one I had made m ^ _ , , 

“after the one the Italian ambassador_wor^ont yw 
Why, it was less than ten. years ago 
mv new on^! A secant fias stolen : 


j of other nations to 
will not be exhausted by fighting, we can, 
1, then use force if necessary!” 

T-wan looked at his father. 

the old man with eyes tolerant and he- 
lp” the old man demanded, 
the people now being killed,” I-war 
possible for generations to recede frorr 

his grandfather said loudly. “In the first place, th^ 
famine and to wars, though on a smaller scale 


suddenly thought of something else. 

medals,” he ^id to his son. His voice was 
childishly complaining. 

Mr. Wu inquired. He wSnt to the velvet-lined 
old general kept his medals hung upon hooks and 

gold plate,” the old ctian said, 
^ i remepabd?? 

, I had it made— k was one of 
it. He mttst be found and dis- 

,t two fingers^ behind the velvet. 
1 1 can’t -get it” ' ' . V, 

and thrqst' ,& fingers 
the ribbon of the medal and 
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e^ecially to Pai when I went south. It would be well if he copied 
it for his ofScers/’ 

They left him, laughing, and then out in the hall a door opened, 
and here was I-wan's mother. She cried out when she saw him. 

^1-wan, you are come!’’ 

"Tes, Mother/’ he answered. He saw she had changed very 
much, being now very fat. Her small pretty features were almost 
entirely lost in her face. But she seized his hands and smelled them 
as she used to do when he was a child, and he thought of her as 
she had seemed to him then, beautiful and wise and far stronger 
than he. He used to run to her then and hide in her bosom. Now 
she was even a little repulsive to him. He had grown so far beyond 
her that he saw her from the terrible distance of his owm maturity 
and knew that there was neither wisdom nor refuge in her any 
longer for him. It made him sad. Would Jiro some day feel so to 
him? . . . Only her voice was unchanged, sweet and rushing, 

“Now, I-wan,” she was saying, *^do not unpack your trunks. You 
are to come on with us tonight to Canton. It is fearful here. We 
are bombed every day and every night. Your father will not come. 
IVe cried and cried — ^but when did h^ ever hear me? So you are 
to come and be with me. I-ko— oh, I-ko is lost to me. Oh, that 
woman! But I must have someone. I can’t take care of these two 
old things alone.” 

“You are taking all the servants except two,” Mr. Wu reminded 
'her. 

“But servants must be looked after!” Madame Wu cried. 

“I cannot go. Mother,” hwan said plainly. Much better to speak 
plainly and at once! “I came home to fight, Mother.” 

Her small underlip, still as red as a girl’s, trembled. 

“You are just like your father,” she said, “so stubborn!” 

She was about to weep, but at that moment a servant came out 
with her arms full of furs. 

“Shall we take these, Mistress, or shall we leave them?” 

“Surely we will be back , by winter— leave them/’ Madame Wu 

il'; ,eno|:^h ' bpxes/’^ Wu, wailed. " ^ - ■ , : . 

Iff |tB,yy ybh Wu'- said. 
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«Oh— it’s such worry,” Madame Wu said distractedly. She 
turned back into her room, forgetting everything else. 

I-wan turned to his father. '1 think I will go to rny own room 
now and refresh myself.” 

He wanted suddenly to be alone. His father nodded and he w^ent 
on to his own door. And I-wan opened the door to the old familiar 
place. 

It seemed at first as though Peony must be there. It had been 
strange ifot to see her anywhere about the rooms, and not to see 
her here was strangest of all. But there was no touch of her, any- 
where. The windows stretched tall and bare, and there were no 
flowers in them. And on his table there was no pot of hot tea. 
Everything was clean enough, eJtcept for a surface of light dust. 
No one had come here this morning as Peony would have done 
to make all fresh before his coming. The bed, the books, the 
cushions on the chairs, everything had the still and unused look 
of a room long empty. It would be difficult, he felt, to make this 
room his own again— he had been so young when last he left it. 
He had thought once that he would leave it to be destroyed in the 
revolution. But it was still here— -perhaps to be destroyed finally 
by a Japanese bomb! Who knew the end of such things? Not he, 
at least. 

Then he remembered something else. Long ago En-lan had 
written his own story for him to read, and he had thrust it far into 
the back of this drawer, behind his copy books. He opened the 
drawer quickly and thrust in his hand. It was not there now. No 
one had touched the books or this drawer and it was full of dust. 
But the sheets of folded paper were gone. Someone had taken them. 
Was it in that way that they— the band— were discovered? He felt 
sweat begin to break out on his forehead. Had his father somehow 
— ^biit his father never came into this room. And Peony only, took 
care of his things. Surely it could not have been Peony— he sat 
down, feeling a little sick. Surely it could not have been Peony who 
had betrayed them all— Peony, whom he had told! He could not 
rid himself of this fear, once it had come to him. It kept him 
sleepless half the night though he told himself over and over again 
that whatever had happened was now finished. 
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mother had kept saying, '1 prayed % rain. I paid the gods well 
for this rain!” 

Yes, his father was changed. He had said nothing when she 
-Spoke of gods, though once he would have been impatient with 
her. They had all gone together to die boat and Mr. Wu had given 
tickets and money to I4o. The house was very silent when they 
entered if again, and his father looked too tired to "talk. 

*'We will have a quiet night since the clouds hide the moon ” 
he told I-wan. “There will be no raids tonight — let us sleep while 
we can.” He had gone to his room and I-wan to his. 

But even after he was in the comfort of his own bed, I-wan had 
kept thinking of Peony— weighing and questioning what she could 
have done. If Peony had betrayed them, then he would be guilty 
of EnJan’s death. And yet even now he could not but trust her, 
though no one’ knew her, not even he. But he had not forgotten 
her. Somehow he had kept her in his memory, though he had not 
thought of her, either, in all his years with Tama. . , . Yes, he had 
thought of her once. On his wedding might he had thought of 
Peony long enough to be glad that he had never loved her or 
. ^allowed himself to receive her love. But this he could not tell Tama, 

I dad so to Tama he had never even mentioned Peony’s name. And 
I jet Peony was something to him, too — ^he did not know what— 
|. pfetrhaps'only the m emor Y^ of a fragrance and nothing more. Never- 
, thefes ;she was enoupTsoTt^ to know that she could 

not have betrayed En-Ian. 

' At their breakfast he put it to his father, therefore, trying to 
speak calmly as though it were no great matter: 

f 1 have often wondered how it was you found out about our 
band, years ago. It is so long gone tJbat now I, can ask ” 

;^Chiang Kai-shek, tqld 'me,:*’|his fether repilied. 

*“^Chi^ng , I^ai-shekl” d-wan repea^d, haK ^^stftpeiEied. 'did 
he k|iow?,’* ' I , ' ^ ‘ ‘ ^ | 

^ father said/ drily. ’ “Wc had had 

I muchdalk in: pf}f ate during thqse days .and in- return for 

y ^qd expulsion of • the 

thentj sums W 
M d^Y '$kbkM% tofc foigreat 'hrgenoy,.‘ \ wciit 


and he' saw me alone* He.showed toe your: name on a list of com- 

■■^"nists to be executed iHid bot befieWlsf^i Wotrl 
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ta]je_and he sent for a classmate of yours who, for a sum of money 
set as a trap, had given in a list of names— and yours was one. 

“Was he named Peng Liu?” I-wan demanded eagerly. 

“I don’t know,” his father said. He looked disgusted as he re- 
membered. “He was a cringing yeliow-faced boy who said hs 

father kept a small shop.” ■ .11 xx-rL 

“That was Peng Liul” I-wan broke in. "So it was he! Where 

“ ThenTtCas not Peony! It was not his fault now if En-lan were 

^'“Dlad,” his father said calmly. “Hejwas,given his/noney„and 
theii.-£xecuted.” 

“But why executed if—” I-wan began. 

"Chiana: despises traitors,” his father replied. 1 * 1 

•■How wuld he offer a bribe aod then blame the man who tales 

it?” I-wan asked indignantly. „ 

“He can ” his father replied. “You have to 

is a hard man, 
those whom he cannot 
“An opportunist!” I 

“All vsa 5 fi.m.?a 

fools who will 

®|rSS2S®£ward and apt«d fc table between mm. . . ; 

'’‘^wi'Tfell^rh^r the only one who will nave us nw torn ‘ " 

;be tomese I Si yo» he will do it. He has made up to mmd • 
Li £ came back Lm Sian, tmd be wffl never ' • 

LX fnSeSLrbit^irrtbenorirwest. Year after year he , 

. Wthimbact determined mWAeeotuany under o^^ 

“His own!” Lwan said scornfully. 


;plied. ‘Tou have to und 
but a trpe one. He uses everyone, s 
■; trust enough to use again. 
I-wan retorted. 

are opp ortunists,” his father re 

timc5,]dbaags*‘h: 
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< 3 | diis ,ima wKom he had hated with such sobbing passionate 
bilicjrness on that day, the man whom he had always in his 
called traitor because he betrayed the revolution. But now, 

; wliat if indeed he had seen more than any of them? 

: His father was nodding his head. 

, “I believe he sees everything,” he said, “and that he can do 
anything. He is a very great man.” 

, But he could not somehow so easily accept what his father 

. • said. He remembered certain things which he had read in 
'i r ; Japanese newspapers. 

S : ; “His opportunism led him in' evil 'ways sometimes,” he said. 

, “TTiat was before he was what he is now,” his father retorted. 

test of a, man’s greatness is In whether he can see the 
1?* V !' ifl 'his own ways and change.” ' ■ , 

, i*‘H® would be really nothing but a warlord ip other times,” I-wan 
i ifejoke in. “He has the mind and the ways !pf a warlord. He al- 
everything by -force.” ■ ' ' 

sfcttles; it, though” -'his fether said c<|uahly. ■ 

; I i'-'J; “Artd then all his wives--’*' I-wan began. 

his bowl to fed his^ father’s , eyes ’ on Hm 

^ 

i'v,ri hi ? - s-:l i«>!| -jshallmot discuss that with you,” he said with dignity. 

a man chooses is his own business. When your brothw; 
pc home with— -Frieda— your mother cried until I had to cam 
doctors. She moaned that we should have married I-ko by forcl 
Jure he went away. I told her the principle we chose was righffl 
lat our son is a fool has nothing to do with it.” r 

E|e paused, frowning.. I-wan saw him tolerating grimly the] 
lite woman in his house. His father looked up and caught his 

"How is it with 'your Japanese wife?” he asked kindly. “I ’have 
•d nothing of her. Japanese women make excellent wives, 
ifcy know their place. I did not mind when you married her. 

ready, has nothing -to do with such things.- Qnly 
ignorant' persons would..uaagfase--n. Jiup m--jrdam 

for 'Hs 'father’s' kindness that he wanted 
|S|is_ & lid s'spdii. “I never saw such a good' woman — 
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careful in everything she does. I can’t think of her as Japanese 
— ^to me she is only herself, the mother of my sons.” ' 

“Yes — yes,” his father mused, as though he were tliinking about 
something else. “Well now, how shall you write to each other? 

It will be difficult if it is known you receive Japanese letters. 
But at my office, naturally it will not be noticed. Tell her to 
address them to me. And you send your letters to me and I will 
send them pn to her. In these times, when the young are suspi- 
cious and* easily angered, you might be assassinated if it were 
thought you sent and received such letters.” 

He had not thought of this. “Thank you. Father,” he said. “But 
is it dangerous for you?” 

“Oh, they all know me. I’m safe enough,” his father said. “Be- 
sides, no one dares to kill me. Chiang would make trouble. And 
everybody is afraid of him.” 

They were back to this man again. 

“Marriage—” his father was saying positively, “well, his old 
wives were no use to him so he took a new one who could be of 
u?e7T3oridJ^raYe‘tBF for it!” He laughed silently and 

drank what was left of his tea and drew a letter from his inner 
pocket. “Let me see,” he said, scanning it, “two days from now 
you are to meet him. These are his orders.” 

His father said these words, “his orders,” with such pleasure 
that rebellion stirred once more in I-wan. 

!• “You are surely very changed,” he said with a little malice. 
•*''“Have I not heard that Chiang believes in a god— the Christian 
* 'God? If he is sincere in it, how can you trust him?” 
f A slow smile spread upon his father’s square face. 

I “Oh, he is always sincere,” he said. 

f And then I-wan, for the first time in his life, heard his father 

l!XI3.1CC cL j olcCl* 

“He is doubtless using the Christians’ God, too,” he said. “He 
is such a man!’* 

He stood for the first time before this man who had once cut off 
his life and had exiled him, in a fashion, to another world. Yet it 
was he who now called him back again. ■ u 

He had nevpr been in any presence so potent, not even m 
: ' ! Had he; lived, Eu-lan xnxght dm ffay'have b«a 
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controlled, as full of disciplined power as this man now was. But 
in I-wan’s memory he lived as a hot-hearted boy. 

“Sit down,” Chiang Kai-shek said. 

He sat down upon one of the three straight-backed chairs in 
the room and waited. She had told him — ^this man’s beautiful 
foreign-looking wife, who had been the one to meet him first— 
that he spoke no other language than his own. 

“Be prepared, please,” she told him, her voice so much softer 
than her handsome face, “do not use any English words. There 
are many young men who find their own language not enough 
and they put in English words and it makes him very angry. 
He always says, ‘What — ^isn’t Chinese enough for them?’” She 
had smiled a very little, 

“I will be careful,” he had answered. 

How, he thought now, w'aiting, did this man feel toward his 
wife? She wore Chinese dress and her black hair was brushed 
smoothly back into an old-fashioned knot. But even in the few 
moments she had talked, I-wan had perceived that in a hundred 
ways she was not Chinese. Her big black eyes shone and sparkled, 
her soft voice was frank, and all her movements, though graceful 
and controlled, were free. She was a woman who would do as 
she liked. I-ko had laughed because she was the head of the 
nation’s air force. But she could be the head of anything — except, 
perhaps, of this man! 

'^ang Kai-$hek lifted his eyes, and stared at I-wan. He had 
been reading a long document, tyhich he. had .then signed and. 
I^cd. .When, his: eyes were downcasi^ One said his mouth was 
;stri?D.gt^ of .his fece,, ft lOoUth beautiful by nature and stern 
ofie .saw the' eyes, one forgot the, mouth. This 

K 'hi ’black gaz^ comjtfiandcd. attentioii. ' ’ 

.fether is, ( 1 ^ 7 ' 'Chiarig' said, ,I-yyan 'bovyed. a fittle 

.thfese 'cyfts ' &II7: 'and; wai.te<i ; They , did' nOt waver. “I 

his Jvoibe !<|uict and sdme- 
H I • ibappftftiWi IThis nuist ‘be . der. 
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men he had been pursuing so bitterly that many of them werf 
dead because of him and, the others driven into that corner of 
the Northwest? There was no time to wonder. He must listen. 

This man would never repeat, never explain, never say one word 
too much. Therefore not one word was to be lost. 

“I choose you because your father promises me you are to be 
trusted. But if you are not, you will suffer as any other traitor 
does. He understands that. So must you. A plane is ready for 
you. You are to leave at once.” 

“One moment. Excellency,” I-wan said. “Am I to bring back 
an answer?” 

“The plane will wait to bring you back,” Chiang replied. He 
struck a bell on the desk. The door opened at the sound. 

I-wan rose and as by instinct saluted, the old stiff salute his 
German tutor had given him. 

“You’ve had military training?” Chiang asked sharply. “I thought 
only your brother had been abroad.” 

“I have been only in Japan,” I-wan said. 

. “Military training there?” Chiang asked again. 

“No — ^it was before that,” I-wan replied. 

Chiang banged the bell with the flat of his hand and the door 
shut again. I-wan remained standing before him. 

“They tell me Japan is on the edge of a collapse,* he said 
abruptly. “Is it true?” ' „ 

“No,” I-wan replied. “It is not true.”' . : ' _ 

, “Business is good?” Chiang asked sharply. 

“Yes,” I-wan replied, remembering the busy Japanese streets. 

“I am told the people do not want war— is that true?” Chiang , ' 
prodded him with his brilliant eyes. 

I-wan replied steadily, “The people want whatever they arc 
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■ told to 

‘They are loyal to theif goyeramcat?*^ / 

“Cotapletcly^ ' ' 

‘‘Do they still worship their Emperor?’^ . * 

, * “Yes” _ ' . ' ^ ' ‘ 

Chiaag stirred and sighed and for ;th€ &st time i 
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^ *'it must be a long war/* I-wan replied. And then remembering 
Hideyoshh he added, “It will be our strength if we realize it from 
the first and plan for it. The enemy”— that was Hideyoshi—not 
Tama and his little sons, who belonged to him alone— “the enemy 
think it will be a short w^ar.” 

“Do they? How long?” 

“They said at first three months— now, a year/’ I^van replied. 
“But I think it will be many years,” he added. Outside he heard 
the drone of an airplane’s engine. But Chiang still held him. 

“That means— we must plan our war after theirs is finished,” 
he said. He was looking at the seal again. I-wan did not answer. 
“That means let tliem spend while we save. That means save 
what is essential to our national life— not cities, not people. We 
have those to spare.” 

I-wan, waiting, caught these words, “Not cities, not people.” 
These were not to be saved. There was something else. Was 
there, then, a way to fight a war and seeming to lose, yet win? 
The door opened and Madame Chiang was there. * 

“The plane is waiting,” she told her husband. “Had he not 
better go now so that the landing will not be in darkness?” 

“Yes— go,” Chiang commanded him. And whatever he meant 
was left unsaid. 


Flying over the handfuj of islands which was Japan had been 
: nothing like this. He felt proudly that such a country as thi^ 
was security against any victory. Hour after hour they drove 
across the sky over the solid mainland of China. Here was a 
country! They sank to follow a thousand miles of broad yellow 
river flowing through green lands and pallid deserts, they rose 
,to scale ranges of mountains whose crests were barren in cold. Im- 
passable country! Once he had been ashamed when he read in a 
; : Japanese newspaper that there were no good roads beyond the sea- 
coast in China— “a backward country,” it said, “which the Chinese 
to develop/’ Yes,' so backward that there were 
.nt> roads now hyit^uich an 'toemy, could' eliter! There was only ,the 
i j YJj^rou^ fhe alonn was the passage to be had# 

^ fionl^thrsky destrqy a country 
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He remembered somethiag. In the two days before he left for 
Nanking he had gone with his father over the whole city of 
Shanghai to see what had befallen it. Devastation enough, he had 
thought. In increasing silence and desperation they had gone from 
one place to another, seeing ruins everywhere. But on the edge of 
the city they found a farmer planting green cabbages, squatting 
calmly on his heels as he worked. His house was gone. A shed of 
mats rudely q5Ut together told that. They had stopped a moment to 
watch him, and then because something needed to be said in 
greeting, his father said, “It is too bad that your house is gone, 
too.” 

The farmer looked up and grinned and wiped his face with 
(the blue cotton scarf across his shoulders. He pointed his chin 
- toward a deep hole at the edge of the field. It was full of water. 

“That’s where it was,” he told them cheerfully. “A good house 
my great-grandfather built! But never mind — none of us were 
-killed. We were all out working. And as I told my wife when we 
aw the water coming up into it, ‘Well, we always wanted a pond 
ind now we have iti’ ” 

He roared out a laugh, and they had laughed too, and had 
.|gone home somehow cheered. Ruins had lost their meaning. He 
I thought of it again and again. 

All day the plane roared across the sky. The pilot was a young 
American, with whom I-wan had had no chance to talk. Madame 
Chiang had introduced them quickly, as the plane was ready to 
take off. “This is Denny MacGurk, Mr. Wu.” 

“Pleased to meet you,” the American had said and had swung 
into his seat,* And then Madame Chiang had handed them each 
a little bag. ; 

“Your npon meal,” she told them. 

He ha4 not thought of its being noon until he saw Denny 
MacGurk 'eating with one hand while he steered. Then he opened 
the bag. Ham between layers of foreign bread, 3 brown acamy 
foreign svyeet, and an apple; — ^he had never eaten this food, but 
high up in the cold clear air it was good. MacGurk turned and 
nodded at him and shouted something which the wind tore to 
pieces before he could catch it, but be nodded as though feflSjWd' 
h^rd. Why, he wondered, should this Amerieafi boy he^ 
''felWg'a plane fe'r h ''Chinese general? But 'he had h|»rf it d 
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; used to them. He strode on into the doorway of an inn and then 
h into a courtyard. The innkeeper rushed 6ut to meet him, chat- ’ 
i tering with pleasure, and, seizing Ms hand, shook it up and 
,;down. 

“Hello, you old son-nf-a-gnn,” MacGurk greeted him, and turned 
to I'Wan. “I don’t understand a word he jabbers at me every time, 
but I’ve taught him to shake hands like a white man. It kind of 
makes me feel, at home when I drop in here to spend the night.” 

But to I-whn the innkeeper was bowing again, and again, 
ji “Come in, ray lord, come in and drink tea, and wash your- 
^ ’ selves and rest.” 

He looked at I-wan and seemed ashamed. 

; “This white man,” he told I-wan a moment later, when he 
i himself brought tea and MacGurk was in the next room, “he is 
I of course a little — ” he tapped Ms head and sighed. “But I humor 
Mm— I always humor Mm!” 

“A good heart,” I-wan replied, not wanting to laugh. 

“Oh yes, he has a very good heart,” the innkeeper agreed. An<i 
. seeing the size of the coin I-wan laid in his hand, he grew in- 

I I stantly zealous and rushed at the crowd standing at the door, 

.■ staring in to see what was going on. 

“Be gone— be gonel” he shouted. “Isn’t tMs a man? Have you 
■ never seen a human being before?” 

. . The crowd fell back and he slammed and barred the door 
. made of rough planks. 

“You must excuse them, my lord,” he told I-wan. “They like 
to see foreigners. What country do you come from, sir?” 

;;; “fct I am Chinese,” I-wan said in 'surprise.' ■ 

' “Are you, sir?” the old man exclaimed. His wrinkled face was 
I 'lively with Ms wonder. “Now I wouldn’t -have knoWn . it— ypur 

:■ ; tlpthes— ” ■ ’ ' ' • « i 

I; _ ; “jMany Cajinese wear western clothes,” I-wan said.- ' He |«lt 
”, somehow a little hurt. 

1 1 ' “But; your speech — ” the .old man began. , , , 

I \ ! “It’s CMnese, isn’t it?” I-wan demoded. , , i i . ; 

^ I k'tWelMX understand what yop.mean, but each wo»d you say 
I -.iisjsibt, quite, right,” the- old' :imu fe|)lied. Then lest he offend ;a 
WstoMerJ fc added quic^y, “But I’ve heard thexc are 







Chinese — and some are tall and some are short — ^that I know, 

* being an innkeeper here for forty years. And now, do you eat 
meat or not, sir? I have good vegetable dishes, otherwise.’" 

'1 eat meat,” I-wan replied shortly. He was still a little angry. 

And he stayed a little angry, if for nothing else than that he 
: could not complain, ^*We Chinese—” the old innkeeper kept 
saying, as he served them, “we Chinese are not so particular as 
the white men. It let my heart down, I do assure .you, sir, when 
you said you were Chinese, Now this white man" —he tapped 
his head again over MacGurk’s red head — “he roars when his 
meat is tough, so I must chop it fine for him, like a baby, and 
put an extra quilt on his bed, and such a noise if it has a little 
small insect or two in it, such as we Chinese know must live, too. 
Do not insects also have their life, I asked him? But lie never under- 
stands a word I say.” 

It was true the meat was tough and the bed of boards stretched 
upon two heaps of dried clay was very hard, and in the night 
I- wan felt something creeping over his, skin. He leaped up and 
shook himself and was about tc> shout out. Then he lit the small 
oil lamp and lay down again. 

“We Chinese — ” the old innkeeper had said. 

But the night was over at last and they were up in the air 
again and MacGurk"s stubby profile was set toward the North- 
west. They were going over mountains now, long reaches of 
barren clay-colored mountains. The roads were deep ruts across 
the land and ahead lay a mirage. I-wan had not known the 
trees and waters he seemed to see were a mirage until hour 
passed into hour and they came to no trees and no lakes. Their 
noon meal today was cold steamed-bread rolls filled with garlic 
\vhich they had bought at the inn ^nd stuffed into their pockets 
—different enough from the white foreign bread wrapped in 
n white paper which Madame Chiang had given them. This 
d was gray and solid and the garlic was strong. But it 
fed htmgcr,. 

then in the middle of the afternoon MacGurk suddenly 
engine and the plane began drifting slantwise to the 

if 'is!” he shouted, V - ' ' ' , , ' ' ’ > ' 

_ _ _ 'li..'., : .. ... ^ * i ^ l'* 
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And looking down, I-wan saw a square-walled village set like 
a block upon the plain* Outside were fields and inside, the courts’ 
of houses there w^ere trees growing thick and low. Down the 
plane drifted. And from the fields blue-clad figures shouted and 
dropped their hoes and came running to meet it 

''You’re in the heart of the Reds!” MacGurk shouted at him 
and then, grinned. "They’re just like anybody else,” he remarked. 
The plane bumped gently along the earth. "Fact is, I kinda like 
’em. This one you’re goin’ to see is a swell guy. The madame 
said I was to lead you straight to him,. Cm on!” 

They climbed out and again he was following MacGurk. 

He had so completely believed that En-lan must be dead, 
tfe had always thought of him as dead. So then, how could he 
believe what he now saw? They had come into the village gate 
and just inside was a gateway into a court, full of laughing men. 
This they had crossed and then they entered this plain mud- 
walled earth-floored room. There was a man sitting at the uiv 
painted table. He looked up. It was En-Ian. They stared at each 
other, doubting. Ten years lay between tliem — ten years of time 
and all else. But it was En-Ian. I-wan knew him instantly. 

"This fellow Wu’s got a letter from my chief,” MacGurk was 
saying. “I don’t mind telling you now I’m here, I’m glad I am. 

I didn’t tell you, Wu, but I have these”— -he drew out two pistols 
from his pockets— "and orders to shoot if anybody bothered us. 
But I picked our place last night. I know that old son-of-a- 
gun” > ■ ' ■ 

But they were not listening to him. They were staring at each 
other. 

"It. is not you, I-wan,” En-lan said slowly. 

"It is I,” I-wan replied, "but how can I believe it is you?” 

They dttw nearer. Now they were feeling each other’s shoul- 
ders and arms, now they were clasping hands — yes, this was En-ku s _ 
hand, but it was bigger, harder, stronger than it had once been. 

"Where did you go?’^ En-lan demanded. "I never heard a word, 
of you. Peony came running to our meeting plac^ but whe# 
were you? We waited until the last moment, every second;^"’ 

pccting you ” ' ’ . ' ■ • . ' 1 

, "Say, you two know .each other,., I • gues^” MacGurk 
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“I guess I’ll just go and get to work on the plane. It’ll need some 
"cleaning and fixing if we’re to start back in the morning.” 

They did not see or hear him. 

“Peony!” I-wan repeated, stupefied. “Is that where she went?” 

“She’s here,” En-lan said. “Sit down. How can we ever get 
\ everything told between us?” 

'^\ He clapped his hands and a young boy in khaki uniform came 
to the door. 

“Call the inner one to come here,” he ordered. 

“Is Peony — are you — I-wan stammered. 

“Married?” En-lan said. “For ten years!” 

“For ten years— you two have been together! But why didn’t 
you write me?” ' 

“We did— and signed Mse names, hoping you would know 
who we were.” 

“But I never had letters!” I-wan exclaimed. 

“They were sent to your home,” En-lan replied. 

“I suppose my father was afraid to send them on,” I-wan said 
when he had thought a moment. Yes, his father would be clever 
enough to know them dangerous letters! 

“And you— why should you not write?” En-lan asked. 

“I believed you dead,” I-wan answered. “And how could I 
know where Peony was?” 

. , , , , ‘They, looked at each other again, measuring, cxamiriing, trying 

to see behind the men they now were, the boys they had been. 

" ' ' I-waii thought, “Can I teE him about Tama?” 

/ ‘‘And you— what about you?” En-lan demanded. “You are 
. married-ryou have sons?” 

i i “Yes,” I-wan, .said. He longed to tell En-lan everything, how 
clever Jiro was and how Granjiro—hut no, it was better not to 
! . , tell about Tama, better to keep her secret and safe. 

1 i I sow»’* ' he, said simply. ■ ' 

i-| ' ^ hwd a;<jmck running st^ he knew and 

i: j’j ^|t|^:6{;lp^(i^wfiy;tnshin^^ .Peony? This slender woman in ; 

I'. • I a so|.di^’s=cap pn her , short hair, no rouge on her 

fier ;|)roivn',slHni' no jistnitie scent— and , her , 
Ij) ’« ;ahd .fleni, fh^ !was hot Peony’s ' hand- ; 
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cap and it fell to the floor and he saw this was Peony. But she 
was no longer the pretty, melancholy, willful girl he had known/' 
This Peony was En4an s wnfe. I-wan sat down. 

“My legs are trembling/* he confessed. “I can’t understand every- 
thing at once.” 

He had been like a man asleep, he now perceived. All these 
years, while he had been making a life with Tama, that oM life, 

of his which he had thought cut off and ended had been goin^ 



“Plow did this come about?” he demanded. “How could yon 
pretend to me, Peony, that you despised the revolutionists?” 

“I didn’t despise him!” Peony thrust her pretty chin toward 
EnJan. Her large apricot-shaped eyes grew shy. Now that he 
look at them I-wan saw her eyes were not changed at all. 

“But you didn’t know him!” I-wan exclaimed, “You had 
only seen him once!” 

En-lan suddenly began to roar with laughter, and Peony’s face 
turned pink. “I knew him a litde— before I saw him,” she con- 
fessed. 

“Go on,” En-lan commanded her. “Teh all your wicked- 
ness!” 

“Well, I was cleaning your table drawers one day—” Peony 
went on very slowly. ■ T 

“I missed something the other day from that table drawer,” 
I-wan said, and he began to laugh, tob* 

“She found my story, that I had written— you remember, I-wan?” 
Em-lan cried. “She stole it and read it“-and made up her mind 
then and there.” 

Peony sat down on the edge of a chair. She was biting the edge 
ofher,fod'Hp. . ' 

“It was my business to keep your table drawers neat, I-wan ” 
Her eyes were full of demure hidden laughter. 

“Oh yes, of course/’ I-wan agreed. 

They laughed together. It seemed to I-wan he had never had 
better and more happy laughter. Then suddenly he remembered 
why he was here at all. He ‘exclaimed to 'En4ah, ^“Ihis Chkhg 
’ who separated us has' brought u^ together ^ again! I am ‘sent with 
this. You are to giv6 it into the' hands' of '.-the ones ; who axe 
' , you.” ; 
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Axid he pulled the scaled letter from his iniier pocket aud gave 
it to En-lan. 

“I have been expecting this— but not you ” Endan replied. 
“And I must not delay it. They are waiting for it. But wait 
for me here.*’ 

He took the letter and went away. 

And I-waiiy left alone with Peon]^, looked at her and she looked 
at him, and then in a moment she began to ask of his parents 
and his grandparents and he told her and he put' in as though 
it were simply family news that now Eko was married too, but' 
he did not say to a white woman, for why need he tell that? 
And still his instinct kept him back from telling about Tama. 

She listened to it all and while she listened he saw her face 
grow more what he remembered it, though still the ten years 
lay more heavily upon her than they did upon En-Ian. 

And then in a little while En-lan came back. His whole look 
was grave and yet alive and he said to Peony, in a solemn voice, 
“What I said would come to pass has come. Chiang wants union!” 

I She gave a cry of joy and I-wan saw there was more between 
! these two than love. 

“Ai, I told you. Peony, he’s a great man— yes, he’s right!” 
Endan said. “Well, now, somehow I have to make my soldiers 
see it — they won’t want to do it at once. Each of us is to talk 
to his own division. There’ll have to be a meeting. I’ll make 
them see it.’’ 

He was looking at Peony, asking for her agreement, for her 
approval. She nodded. 

“Shall I go and tell them to strike the gong for meeting?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, tell them,” En-lan commanded. “No, wait — ^say in half 
an hour. I-wan must refresh himself. And I must be alone for 
a while.” 

“He still writes everything down before he speaks it,” Peony 


sat upon the dry baked earth of the drill ground. Beside 

Aiid;^ h^Iter-^eker> anyhow, and_ as thby liked, ^ '' r 
ibia;^i|idi young,, around them. The hard -and ! . 

. ■sunlighf • fcE upon brown! burned ■ -faces. ' If |; 
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was difficult to IcBOw which were mea aad which women. But 
all these faces were upturned to hear EnJan, who stood $0 near that* 
he could put out his hand and touch them. He felt strangely car- 
ried back into his boyhood. But then, in those days^ Eivlan had 
spoken to twenty or so, and now there were these hundreds. 
How had he done this? Somehow, while he had been thinking 
him dead, En-lan had been building this— this country; some- 
how, in spite of endless fighting he was here, strong and alive, 
and with h4m all these, En-lan’s voice, clear and carrying tluough 
the still air, was saying: 

^^You know what we did. Six years ago we declared war upon 
Japan. They laughed at us. Then three years afterwards vv^e 
made our Long March. Our feet were torn and we were starved 
and many of us died. But we knew even then who was the real 
enemy. Though Chiang Kai-shek had pressed us and driven us 
backward over thousands of miles, we knew there was an enemy 
greater than he.” He raised his voice. ''Our enemy was Japan, who 
even then was attacking our people!” 

He paused, and a low roar went up from the people. He put 
up his hand in an old gesture which pulled at I-wan’s heart, he 
remembered it so well. 

"What I tell you, you know. Not many months ago Chiang 
Kai-shek was kidnaped in Sian. We held him there— in our 
hand.” 

En-lan held out his strong rough hand, cupped. 

"We might have closed it— thus.” He closed his hand* "Then 
Chiang Kai-shek would have been no more. He who fought us 
so bitterly, for so many years, was here in our hand.” He opened 
his hand again and stared into it Over the whole multitude 
there was not a sound. Breathless they gazed at En-lan. He 
looked up, over his hand. "There were those of you who said, 
■‘Kill him— kill him!’ If your leaders had heeded you”— En-ka’s 
thumb went down— "he would have been dead in an hour. You 
blamed us then, because we did not move. You blamed us bit- 
terly because he lived and returned safely to his home. Some 
of you still are angry because today he is still alive.” 

He dropped his hands now and held them lightly clasped 
- Jt Was Endan’s stren^h that, without movement,, merely by _ the 
' pd^er of his voice and his word^’he held men silent, arid' 


; ; ' ' 'i 

' ' ' ' 


' pd’^er of his voice and his Words, he ^ 
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dmd to him. I-wan felt it, all. the -old power, hot infinitely deeper 
and more perfected. 

*'But we remembered who the real enemy is. It is not he. We 
said to you then, If he could so relentlessly pursue us year 
after year, he can thus pursue our enemy.' We said to him, 'Will 
you fight Japan?' He said, 'Until I die.’ So we let him go.'' 

Now they could feci what was ■ coming. Now they knew this 
mounting rising terrible power coming out of En-lan meant he 
would demand sacrifice from them. His eyes began to bum, bis 
voice grew deep, he held himself higher. Their eyes were fixed 
upon him. 

“Today he is the only one who can lead us on to war. There 
is no other.” 

But now they stirred. “You! You! You!” This word began to 
break, from the crowd here and there. But En-lan caught it and 
tossed it away. 

“No, not I! I am a communist. This nation will not follow 
any communist! And Japan would use us still more as an excuse 
for war—China is communist,’ they say already! No, we must 
serve our own country, not the enemy.” 

They fell silent. What he said was true. What would he say 
. ' next? 

“There is ^ only one who can save us all,” he said. “He who 
has seemed to be our enemy. If we come under his flag-— not 
he under ours, but we under his— what can our enemies say? 

, Before the whole world we shall be a united people, fighting 
together!” 

Twan, staring at En-lan, was sobbing within himself. This 
fellow, this magnificent man— demanding of his people this 
supreme self-denial — telling them they must subdue themselves 
now to one who had so persecuted them— who but En-Ian'could 
have made so huge a demand! 

. “Forget yourselves!” he commanded them. “Remember only 
that you. are Chinese!” 

sound, not a word! Peony' at his side was smoothing 
» the dust upon the ground and writing :iwo 

} > ;• j J till A n, ' ' ‘ . I I '* 


right hand!” ciotm 


^ ' 1 . \ ' ; . I / * I 
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Up came their right hands — ^hundreds of hands. 

“Those who are not willing!’’ En-lan demanded again* His 
blazing eyes dared them. 

Not a hand dared. He dropped his head and turned away, and 
slowly, as though from dreaming, the people began to struggle up, 
some to walk away, some to stand talking. 

But it was over. They had done what En-lan wanted them to do. 
I-waii saw him stride across the court to his own room. And Peoay 
rose quickly to follow him. 

“He is always tired for a little while after such a thing” she 
whispered. "“Something goes out of him.” She hurried toward the 
court. 

And I-wan, after a moment, went out toward the field, where 
MacGiirk was oiling the plane. The daze of the past hour was still 
upon him, as bright as a dream. When he stood again before 
Chiang, he would say, “Let me go back ” Yes, he must come back. 
Somehow En-lan made this his country, even as he had done in 
those other days. 

“When shall we go?” he asked MacGurk. 

“Four o’clock in the morning,” MacGurk answered. He nodded 
toward the dispersing crowd* “Get what -he wanted?” 

“Yes,” I-wan said. 

“Great fellow,” MacGurk remarked* “Almost as great as the big 
chief—- not quite, though. So I stick by the biggest one ” 

“I’ll be here at four, then,” Lwan said at last, not knowing what 
other answer to make to this. Well, he would say to Chiang, “That 
* is where I can serve you best*” And there was no reason for delay. 
He could be back within five days, if Chiang were willing. 

“0-kay,” MacGurk replied, and began to whistle tlnougE his 
teeth while he polished the wings. 

Sometimes, everything except this life he now lived' seemed aif 
imagination," years which he had, dreamed in Iris sleep. Days and^ 
weeks went by when he did not think once of Tama or the 
children, when indeed it sasmed as though he and En4an had 
always worked together like this, as though they were two haadj^^r 
' .driven by "die same brain. Day 'upon day they talked' of 
but pTthe plan of war whicEAey were now following. This'.antty 
, , was a flcstiblcy ■machih^f ; ..drove 'it night and" 
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little council o£ men at its heart. With Mm En4an had two others,, 
men whose stories I-wan never knew whole, hut whose brains he 
came to know as he knew his own. 

They had to make war with nothing, Chiang Kai-shek had told 
them there was nothing. When he. could give them money he 
would. But his own armies were only a little more than half- 
equipped, And he must keep always enough money ready to buy 
loyalty from the warlords and their armies. There were, only a few 
whom he could be sure of without money. 

‘1 must be able always to pay more than the Japanese.” He had 
told I-wan this calmly, w4ilc I-wan felt his own heart angry in his 
breast, 

“Are there truly Chinese who even now can be bought?” he had 
cried. He did not believe it. 

But Chiang Kai-shek had said, “I know them. They cannot be 
changed, atrd I must use them as they are.” 

Yes, I-wan thought grudgingly, perhaps MacGurk was right. 
En-lan was not so great as Chiang Kai-shek. Nevertheless he be- 
longed with En-lan and so he had gone back to him. 

“We do not need money,” En-lan said, and then corrected him- 
self, “Well, wc do need it, but we can do without it. We have 
fought a war for years without it, and we will go on as we have 
been.” 

And this, I-wan soon found, was by the old hide-and-seek of the 
guerillas. There was not one of these soldiers of En-lan’s who did 
not know how to fight with anything he had in his hand. If they 
had only twenty machine guns, they seemed to have a hundred.' 
If they had no guns, they fought with old-fashioned spears and 
knives or they threw javelins or even slung stones from ambush. 
They did not scorn the single death of even the least of the enemy, 
although they could kill a, hundred so swiftly that it seemed 
nothing. And all this they did, not massed together in the solid 
marching regiments the enemy had, but in small scattered handfuls 
of men here and there and everywhere, hidden in trees and 
ambushed in caves and working amorig the farming people with 

hoes in their hands and pistols and knives under their blue cotton 

' 1.1^- A' : ^ i . ’ , ■ 

En-lan had decreed was that they should leave 
were and approach the enemy lines. They 
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were to go not as an army but simply as farming people, some one 
day, some another, to return to their lands despoiled by the enemy. 

“Those lands/’ En-lan told I-wan grimly one night, as they sat 
over maps in Endan’s room, “I know them well ” He put his finger 
on a certain spot. “Do you remember what I used to tell you about 
my village?’^ 

“Yes/' Ewan replied, “I do remember/* 

“Here it as,” En-Ian said and stared down at it, “Its name is 
still here/ But it is gone. Not a soul is alive in it. The walls of its 
houses are ruined and its streets are scorched earth. I have one 
brother alive, perhaps — I don’t know. But a Japanese garrison fell 
upon them in revenge after Tungchow.” 

He was silent a moment, and I-wan did not speak either. What 
could be said.? 

“I used to think I would surely go back some day and start a 
school,” En-lan said slowly. And after a while he said again, “I 
never repaid them while they lived for what they gave me. But I 
will repay them now, when they are dead.” 

Peony had been sitting upon a bench mending an old uniform of 
En-lan’s. Now she put down her sewing and rose and came over 
to En-lan and took the map from his hand, 

“It is time for you to go to bed,” she said. “You know you need 
your early sleep, because the davyn awakes you ” 

His mood changed at once. “Ill always be a farmer boy,” he 
told I-wan, smiling a little. “Any cock can rouse me.” 

And I-wan, seeing the deep passion between these two, felt his 
own longing creep over hirn like a mist. For weeks he lived as 
though this were the only life he had ever had, and then suddenly, 
as if jiis name were called by her voice, he longed for Tama. Over 
and over again at such times he wanted to tell En-lan and Peony 
about her. But he could not. He could not be sure that they would 
understand. En-lan was as implacable as ever. The old calmness 
with which he once had told I-wan that he ought no longer to own 
his father, was in him still. He was ruthless in his simplicity* “How,’ 
he would ask I-wan, “can, you love a Japanese?” And yet 
knew that he loved Tama and would' always love he r:ggnd yi' 
, b elonged- to no country, but ■only to hi lm..' ‘ ‘ 

On^Te^'^dhyo^ he might tell jPeohy alone.; He had.^d' 

. ’,day a letter from Tama, sent as 'allEis letters from heit 
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under an olBcial seal from his father. This day Tama’s letter had 
been long and full of what the cMdren said and did ]iro was begin- 
. ning school She had bought him a brown cloth school-bag for his 
‘books and a little uniform and a cap, such as the other boys wore, 
''But at home,” she wrote, teach him, too. Wc put flo^^ers be- 
fore your picture every day, and every day I explain to them how 
brave you are and how beautiful a country China is and how we 
belong to China™da I not belong to you, and they to us?” 

Yes, since he was gone, she had written so 'I • * wc "belong to 
China—” 

On the day he had this letter he had been eaten up with loneli- 
ness for them. It was a day of unusual quietness. En-lan had com- 
manded rest for them all, for the enemy were changing their posi- 
tion on a certain sector which he wished to attack. And I-wan found 
Peony sitting with her constant sewing on the sunny side of the 
farmhouse where they were quartered. And suddenly he ^vanted to 
tell her about Tama. Still some caution held him back. So he 
began, “Did you never have a son. Peony?” 

She looked up at him. In the sharp sunlight he saw how her 
delicate skin was beginning to crack in small fine wrinkles, and 
4 her hair, which once she kept so smooth with fragrant oils, now 
^JTboked brown and dried with the wind. But she was still pretty 
^ and still young. Peony, he thought, could not be more than thirty. 

*1 had two children,” she said. She dropped her eyes to her 
; sewing.. “I was 'very ill with the last— -I seem never to have any 
f ! more now.” She went on sewing. Then she said, "And why should 
I not tell you? You are my brother. The first — my son — ^I lost by 
( a dysentery. It is not a good life for a small child — our life. We 
( have been driven so much. And his food and water changed too 
often. Pie was five, though-— I kept him as long as that. And then 
spddqily he died in a day. And we buried him on a hillside in 
■ Kiangsi. It is so far south from here I shall never see his grave 
• d think/* .She ihoojt -h^r head but , sh^ ^ did* not weep. "And 

' I j the one,”, ^he vyent oni ftfiat'Was a girl It w^s so long before 
■[. : ^he 1 ithotight : there ; never ; .another. But En-kn ^ 
; 'i'. ' I dbeshd 
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climbing over those high mountains and down the rocky roads 
and over the deserts. I wasn’t sick^ but I had to walk all the time 
or ride a horse. That was worse. The roads were 'so bad— and 
sometimes there were no roads. Ah, I was glad then your father 
wouldn’t let my feet be bound! Well, so the child was born very 
small, and' thin— and a girl But we were still; marching, so what 
could we do with her? I gave her to 'a good farmer’s wife and left 
some money for her and I told her I would come back.” 

Peony bent her head down close to her sewing. ''But that was 
three years ago. . . . Sometimes I can’t be sure if I remember the 
place, or how the woman looked. And her name was only 
Wang ” 

“Did En-lan let this happen?” I-wan exclaimed. 

She looked up at him. “You know him,” she said simply. 

He could say nothing. He knew Endan. He would demand 
everything of Peony, too. It came to him for the first time that 
perhaps Peony would have liked a home, a little house like Tama’s, 
set upon a hill, and a garden. 

“Are you sorry you followed him that day?” he asked. 

She shook her head. 

“Without him, what would I have been?” she asked. Then she 
looked at the sun. “It’s late,” she exclaimed. She put her needle 
into a bit of cloth securely and folded it up and buttoned it into 
the pocket of her uniform. 

“Needles are very precious now. I wish I had all the ones I 
used to lose so carelessly.” She rose as she spoke. “I must go and 
get his supper,” she said cheerfully. 

He watched her walk away. She was very graceful still, but so 
thin. She would not live to be old in this life. But if it were En- 
Ian’s life she wanted it. No, he decided, he would not tell her about 
Tarha* She would tell En4an anything if she thought he ought to 
know. She would think only of Endan. He could not entrust 
Tama to her now. ^ ■ V"' 
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Each fought in^ this war as he was able. Elsewhere in the aititttf'';- 
there were armies uniformed and manned and mined by foreign 
officers. But here where Twan had diosen to make his present life 
there was no such thing. These men cotild not have borne it. They 
drew near to the enemy, so near, that less than a day’s easy walking 
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would bring them into lost territory. There were no hqidqiiarters, 
seemingly, and no head to these scattering men. Eii-laii lived in a 
village, looking like any farmer. And around him were other 
farmers and petty tradesmen and fuel cutters and men who hired 
themselves out to other men and all that multitude of small people 
who have nothing to do with war in any country and who care 
for nothing except to feed themselves and their children. Then from 
nowhere a band of dark fierce banditry swept by night into a 
town held by the enemy and killed the garrison to the last man 
and the next day a foray of angry Japanese searched the country- 
side in revenge. But these small folk knew nothing and had seen 
nothing. With the innocent eyes of eternal children they gazed at 
their enemies and laughed. 

“Why should we be those who killed you?” they cried, one 
and another. “We don’t care who rules us, only let us tend our 
fields and do our business. We hate our rulers. They are all evil 
and we are eaten up with their taxes. Why should we fight for 
them? If you will rule us better than they, why, welcome!” 

Then Japanese looked at Japanese and wagged their heads and 
went away, believing, and wrote long reports to their upper officers 
that the country folk welcomed their coming and thanked them 
and wanted their rule. In Tama’s letters I-wan read that the 
papers told this and she was glad because surely that meant the 
Vfar would soon be over and she could come to him with the 
i^ildren. , . . . 

He could not tell her the truth, that the innocent-seeming 
country men were EnJan’s soldiers and some of them his own 
men whom he taught and who taught him. For in this strange 
army there was no high and no low. If a man had something he 
knew, he taught those who did not know. They ate what they 
needed of the same food and wore the same kind of garments and 
no one had more money than another. It was the sort of life 
his father could never have lived. But that was neither for nor 
, against his father. For I-wan was not now the boy he had been 
I .Ivfjbfch '|^;,^qighed in^uch pain whcjijher or not' he must give his 
; now and he knew .that not all men can 

poverty is sweet becatise it full 
£ree4om and his 
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And even for himself I-wan no longer felt this way of En-kn’s 
was the only way. En-lan would choose it until he died. He would 
never have a home of his own, goods he owned, or children to 
inherit. He was one to make a war somehow if there were not war 
already at hand. There would always be something wrong he had 
sworn himself to right. But I-wan now discovered that he himself 
was not so. When he had been a boy in his father’s house the 
imagination of such freedom had seemed the best life he could 
live. But though he would never have been satisfied if for a while 
he had not lived it as he did now, yet he became sure as the days 
went on that it was not enough for the making of a whole nation. 
These men did now the work for which they were made. But 
what would they be when the war was over? They would hate 
any rule as much as they hated their enemy today. 

He argued long with En-lan over this. 

‘What will they be when the war is over?” En-lan repeated. 
“Why, what they are now — simply honest brave men, and I had 
rather they ruled over me and made my laws than any other men.” 

“Well enough for you,” I-wan retorted, “But you are one of 
them.” 

“Are you not?” En-lan broke in. 

“Yes, I am now, too,” I-wan argued, a little impatiently— En4aa 
saw slowly sometimes! — ^“But you and I do not make up a nation* 

A nation today is not a simple society of simple men. It is a great 
machine and men must know many things to make it perform ks 
service to the people.” 

“We do well enough, don’t we?” En-lan exclaimed. “We are, 
fed, we are clothed, justice is done to all. And we are free. These 
are what men require.” 

“But not all they require—” These words were on I-wan’s 
tongue, but he did not say them. He saw that En-lan was as he r 
was made and that he was one who saw no further than what he 
himself believed. In his youth En-lan had taken for this belief ; 

, . certain . dreams . and ideas and then he , had , , not changad, : 

whole life until now had been spent in making them actual, Me 
had made for himself a sort of world, a kind of nation 
,he believed was right All his life until he died would 
in this struggle to perfect the same dream. 

But I-wan*s dream had changed. The more he hyed : „ 
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men, the more he lived with En-lan, the more he perceived that 
whit was changed in him was the dream, the perception of what 
he wanted his country to be. He knew now he did not want to be 
ruled by these men, honest though they were. Their simplicities 
we;re not enough. Honesty and simplicity, surely, were not essential 
companions! If they were, then honesty was not wide enough. It 
must be made wider. 

He began to ponder very much on these matters. Who, after this 
war, would make his country and how must its laws be m'ade and 
what must these laws be? He saw now that En-Ian could never be 
a ruler over that which he could not understand. Enlightenment 
and knowledge, order and grace, these were things life must have, 
too, but Ea-Ian would never know it. . . . And it came into I-wan’s 
mind that Tama had somehow changed him. She had taught him 
to love order and right behavior and grace in everyday acts. He 
had the ten years with her forever in his being. Yes, and though 
it was bitter to know it,' he had the ten years of his life in Japan 
in his being, too. He was too honest within himself not to see 
that the people there were more secure than the people were here 
in his own country. They lived more secure because they lived in 
order. He dared not say to En-lan that there was anything good in 
the, enemy, for En-lan would not have believed he could be loyal 
to his own and yet find good in his enemy. But I-wan knew him- 
self ^d, knew that he loved his own country none the less when 
he saw that its people were too poor and that the freedom tliey 
loved had ceased to be freedom when because of it they went in 
bondage to hunger and flood and fear of robbers and of wars be- 
.Wetn- mischievous and lawless mien. He pondered much on what 
the moment was when freedom and security came nearest to being 

J. And that he thought of such things showed him what he had 
b^mc as. a man. He knew now he tould never foUow En-lan to 
the ^ he could have ^ne. To the end of each day,, yes, 

/!^'^fe»^‘;Wd,;p£|,thls war, yes. But .beyond that there must a 

it; would -be'' hie '.did' not know now, and 
Sf S0ifafjan4;'he3hought farther than 

bdhg Ins wdfe chlHrOQ home, 
!lbhg;vrm£er'..wi^^thW far, ^ring 
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ambush by day, he would dream how when the war was over he 


would bring Tama and the children 


across the sea and how they 


would find their home. Where would it be? He considered his vast 
country. Well, the sunshine of the north, the cool summers and 
bright cold winters— these were full of health* But there was the 
rich and fertile beauty of the mid-country, and the fruits and 
flowers of the south. Tama would love the flowers. It was not easy 
to choose frQm such a country where his sons could best grow into 
their manhood. He thought of all the fine cities where they might 
live, Hangchow and Soochow, Nanking and Hankow. 

And then the enemy began to take those cities, one by one. In 
the late autumn Shanghai had been yielded. His father wrote him 
of desperate, useless fighting, of wounded men who were too 
many to be tended. And Soochow was lost and in early winter 
Hangchow was no longer theirs — ^the heavenly city of Hangchow, 
where when he was a child he had gone with his father and 
mother for holidays in spring and autumn. 

Somehow all this time while the enemy marched inland he 
had not believed that Nanking could be seized because Chiang 
Kai-shek was there. He smiled at his own superstition concerning ; 

this man. He was as bad as his father, who would believe in no : , . 

gods, but believed in Chiang as though he were a god! And then - 

they heard Nanking, too, was lost For a day the men could do 
nothing but sit and mourn and wonder if now were not the time ' . 

for them to withdraw to themselves as they were only 

by holding a great feast and gathering them all together to hear 
him speak to them could En-lan make them bold again against 

the enemy* ' “ 'i’ ■ - 

*'What are cities to us?” he shouted to them when they wore . • 
full of meat and wine. ‘‘What i$ Nanking to us? We have had 
. nothing from Nanking— we shall not know it is lost! And if we 
withdraw now and the enemy win, must we not fight them alone 
later? And if we stay by and win, and we shall will not *; 

country then be ours?” 

With all the old magic of his brilliant eyes and deep voice and „ , 
simple speech' always to be understood by ‘any tpah, 

'■ them hack' oirice <m0rt'B.nd they fought oh. And^ Twap ^ 

' dW that; magic^ibut he knew Aat When.thf War ; ' ■’ 

needed pot; ko much to-be led m*; battle as tu fhe ! 


if 
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tn-lan himself perhaps would grow weary of patience and worli 
and go away to be his old self somewhere and start another revolu- 
Uon, But now he had his use. 

And under his magic after this, each time a city fell to the 
enemy and with it the region where it was, the men went more 
iirmly to their hidden vicious warfare. They made no great battles 
there was no open victory nor vanquishment, but the" drain upon 
the enemy -was hke the bleeding of a secret wound. Nothing was 
told, no one knew, and newspapers printed nothing, but one^dght 
a hundred men were swept dean from an enemy post in a country 
town and_ another night a bridge fell and the river swallowed up 
half a regiment, or a tram was wrecked, or mines were hidden in 
the dust of a country road and exploded beneath the wheels of 
an enemy truck, or a strange fire broke out in an enemy camp, or 
a shipment of rifles was taken or a gun captured from the Japanese 
who were left dead where it had stood, or a dike was broken and 
a flood seized the enemy. 

This was the sort of warfare they knew how 
of En-lan's* And it was the wisest 
For when he read in his father's 
Chinese armies fell, he ^ 

, fflytog *ey told i do. ihiy » brave, hia father 
When they were told to march in the ( 

^ enemy, then they marched, though only 
. ' :^s of the enemy like wheat beneath 
thought of this the more I-wan could n< 

! that Chiang would give over trying to fii 
« SO back to these old ways of their 
learned so well to use. 

as though he 

as empty-handed, with little popping hand 
' ;%t enough- for such massacre.” 


to make, these men 
way to fight, I-wan became sure. 

in the south the 
grew sick while he read. They ^vould do 

wrote. 

open in ranks against the 
to fall before the machine 
the scythe. The more he 
lot bear it, and he wished" 
ight as, th,e, .foreigners fight 
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for he suspected there might still be those who wanted to kill him, 

*"Why do you not go for me?*’ he asked I-wan, **You are always’ 
safcj being your father’s son!** 

"Chiang would not listen to me/* I-wan replied quietly, ignoring 
En-kn’s Mdden taunt against his father, **but he knows what a foe 
you are!** 

En4an laughed and gave in then, and 1-wan telegraphed his 
father, who arranged it that MacGurk came to fetch En-lan.-They 
had one moment of laughter together, when suddenly En-laii, who 
had newer feared anything in his life, was now afraid to go up 
in the air, but I-wan*s laughter drove him and he was gone. I-wan 
watched the plane rise and lose itself in the sky. Those two meet- 
ing thus, he thought to himself— what a thing it would be to see! 

And I-wan was right. When En-lan had been back a few days 
— ^and he came back without delay, shouting tliat he could not 
endure that city for another hour — Chiang announced everywhere 
that hereafter the Chinese armies would fight not after the western 
ways they did not know, but after their own ancient ways. When 
the enemy advanced, they would retreat. When the enemy re- 
treated, they would advance. When the enemy did not expect it, 
they would attack. They would never again meet the enemy in 
pitched battle as western armies did. 

When this pronouncement was made it seemed as though every 
Chinese took heart again. If this war could be fought as they knew 
how to fight, they would wun. And I-wan took his own private 
comfort in the knowledge that fewer would die uselessly now. In 
the future, he thought grimly, they must make armies to match any 
in the world, armies and navies and thousands of airplanes of 
every sort. But now they must make shift as they could to save 
themselves. 

For in their way of fighting he and En-Ian lost almost no 
men. It was counted as a fault if a man lost his life, that is, a clumsi- 
ness somewhere that ought not to have been. But steadily they 
counted the lives of their enemies taken day after day. 

Now peace between En4an and I-wan, grew to be an uncertain" 

^ thing, and more and more as time went on, especially as the make ’ 
'and' kaoliang grew high enough Tor -ambush -and the men went’- 
out every day for warfare. Whea/,'they _ killed their enemy hwan ■ 
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said nothiBg, hut. they brought back' prisoners— aud upon this 
5n4an and I-wan could not agree. In his own way in this, too, 
I'Waii had grown beyond Endari, who must always remain some- 
thing of what he was born. It seemed En-lan could ne’vcr forget 
his poor childhood and the famines which he had seen and the 
hardships he had suffered. He held mankind responsible for all ht 
had suffered, and though he loved his own loyally, he hated all 
who were not like him and therefore not his own. If a man w^ere 
not poor he hated him and was ready to kill him* And to-liim every 
Japanese was something less than man. 

But I"Wan had been gently reared and he had no great bitterness 
to remember. Ail the things he had once thought bitter now seemed 
small. In his childhood he had hated his grandmother. Yet when 
she died in the second month of this year and her body had been 
encoffined and put in a temple to wait for peace, since these were 
no times for the display of a great funeral, I-wan wondered then 
that he had grown so bitter over the smell of her opium and had 
not remembered rather that she loved him most tenderly and 
steadfastly and had always coaxed him when he was sullen. 

So this was another difference between him and En4an, now that 
they lived together day upon day in such closeness. It was about 
the killing of the prisoners they took. Sometimes it came almost 
to open, quarrel, and then Peony must come between them to scold 
them and explain them to each other. 

‘Tou, En-ian, are too stubborn in your own mind! You are 
l^^libborn like an ox And I-wan, you are stubborn too, but you 
are stubborn as a swift willful horse who has been fed too daintily 
kpd neycr known anything but a golden bridle. Now, ox, do not 
ask horse to become ox, and, horse, remember he is ox!” 

But about tins one thing not even Peony could make them laugh 

; pti agree. ' . v 

^ h, ipMd been a habit M ‘Endan^s men, when I-wan came, to kill 
* pi| naen they captured C3^<xpt a few— some, who, they thought, 

' fe; str^gest or who were young and troublesome and did 
fpr whom,ior pm rea^rl or another, it seemed 
Ic^^easy. Very often they brought these back with 
0he^'toll^^n:hy'slow;im^ waya they' m^e thep die. First, they 

Ip, a. tree and let any who 
and' sf>||;Mphn thep'”W prod^ them with 
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pitchforks or hole! blazing torches to their fingers and toes^ or any 
such things as amuse common folk 'who have an enemy at thek 
mercy. 

At last one day I-wan went in a mighty rage to find En4an. 
you allow this?'' he demanded. 

*‘What?” EnJan replied. He was sitting in a room examining 
upon a map a certain, road where that night they planned to make 
attack. 

^‘Look out o£ the door!” I»wan cried. And En-lan rose and came 
to the open door and looked out. 

"‘What is it?” he asked. 

""Do you see nothing?” I-wan asked him fiercely, 

""No., I .see not,hing,” En-lan said deliberately, ""unless you mean 
the men at play.” 

“Do you call it play?” En-Ian shouted. 

At that moment a buffoon had come out of the laughing crowd 
and had dug his thumb into the chained man's eye and his eye 
burst and streamed out. The man screamed once. Then he bit his 
lip and was silent But in the bright air sweat ran shining down his 
face. 

“You can’t deny these men everything,” En-Ian said coldly as he 
watched. “Think what other soldiers have if they are victorious — 
extra food, money, wine to drink, loot! But our men throw their 
lives away every day, and yet they eat the same poor food and we 
have no money to give them and there is no loot. They are simple 
men—they must have something,” 

“Not such degrading play as this!” I-wan retorted, “This is the 
play of savages!” 

“Well, so they are savages,” En4an 'replied in a reasonable voice,. 
His brilliant eyes hardened a little now as he looked at I-wan, “Are 
you ‘still the dreamer, I-wan? Do you still believe the poor will be 
better than the rich? I hate the rich, but the poor are not gods. 
They are only children. And at least what they do is done openly ” 

’ I-wan groaned and name 'into the room and.lcaned^ his arm 
against the wall and hid his face. He felt sick- : 

“You are too squeamish,” En4an"told' him after a. moment aaef 
kindly enough. “You should have been hardened as I was, I kilkci 
^pi^s when I was a 'small child and in a famine I helped my father' 
■ kifi- mr ox for food, and I saw my /mother' kill a girl she; bore. And 
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I ,grcw Bp on bandits and what they, did. I saw men’s noses slit 
and' their eyes gouged and their ears gone and their backs flayed, 
and, 'as long as I can remember a dead man was nothing. Why 
should I care for a Japanese?” 

I-wan straightened himself, wiped his face, and sat down. ‘It 
is not only that a Japanese is a man also/’ he said. ‘'It is that I am 
ashamed to see Chinese do such thi.ags/’ 

“Do you forget what the Japanese did at Nanking?” Endan 
asked angrily. “Nothing we can do will be enough rcveilge!” 

“I know. I don’t excuse them/’ I-wan 'replied doggedly. “But 
I say, ‘If the Japanese are like that, it is not my business — but it is 
my business if my own people also . . ” 

“Oh, the patriot!” En-lan broke in, “Oh, what a patriot! I-wan, 
you are a fooL I say it plainly. When you have been through what 
' I ' have—” 

/“The more. I 'see of it, the more I shall .hate it!” I-wan said 
violently. 

“Then you had better go somewhere else, where it is not to 
be seen,” En-lan declared. “Perhaps you would like to join the 
benevolent work of the Japanese and become one of the puppet 
governors — ” 

When I-wan heard En-lan say this, he suddenly felt an anger 
rise in him that lifted him from his feet. Upon its power he leaped 
forward and fell upon En-lan and Endan, not being prepared, fell 
under him upon the beaten ground of the floor, and they struggled 
together as though they were two boys instead of men. Each held 
the other with both hands by the hair of his crown and shook as 
hard as he could, and thus Peony found them at this moment. She 
had been asleep in the other room and their voices had awakened 
her and now she came at them shrieking and pulling and scolding, 

“Oh shameful! Oh, I-wan, how can you — ^Endan, you foolish — ” 
And then she opened her mouth and bit one hand and then another 
until they let go. They scrambled to their feet and wrung their 
pain. ‘ \ - 

,Endan accused her. 

y* P^ny ahsweted-him. 

;; h|s handkerchief and^ wrapped his own bleed- 

nothihg^ \ 
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'*NoWy what i$ your quarrel?” Peony demanded. 

Endan laughed suddenly. ' 

■' “I called him a patriot and he fell on me!” 

“'‘No, now, truly, Endan!” she exclaimed. ‘1-waii is not so foolish ” 

'It was about the prisoners,” I-wan said suddenly. 

**What prisoners?” Peony asked. 

They looked, but while they had been quarreling the man had 
been taken iiway. 

'He is dead,” I-wan said abruptly. 

"Then why quarrel over him?” Peony coaxed them. 

"There will be more tomorrow,” I-wan said. 

"Ewan, wants them all gently killed,” Endan broke in. "And 
I say the men must have some pleasure out of their hard lives.” 

"And I say,” Ewan retorted, "that we ought to teach them some- 
thing better.” 

He looked at Peony. "Endan says I am soft,” he said. "But you 
were a child in my father’s house, too. Am I right or wrong?” 

He would not care what she said, he thought. He knew he was 
right. 

"But Peony was a slave,” Endan said sharply. "A slave in a rich 
man’s house has to suffer*—” 

"Yes, but still I-wan is right,” Peony said slowly. "It is not good 
for our men, Endan. I know what he means. Sometimes when his 
grandmother used to — ^to burn me with her pipe” — she glanced at 
I-wan and flushed a little and went on quietly— "I remember I used 
to ’say to her in my heart, 'But it is you who are cruel and wicked 
and mean — it is not 1. 1 have only a bit of aching flesh on my arm, 
but you have become wicked!*” 

"Did she do that?” I-wan asked in a low voice. She pulled up her 
sleeve and he saw on her thin upper arm deep round scars, many 
scars running in together. 

“You never told me,” he whispered. 

"I couldn’t tell — ^anyone,” she said mournfully. "I don’t know 
why— except it seemed to make me a real slave and so I hid it” 

"Yrou should have told me,” I-wan said. He wanted suddenly to 
weep with anger. “I hate every torture!” ^ ^ ; 

"I also,” Peony said simply. >'3he dtew down her sleeve -'and 
turned to En-laB. "Ewan is right, ’^‘-sKe told him. ' : ^ 


lJ 


THE PATRIOT 


292 


**Pcrhaps he is,” En-iaia agreed. It was impossible to tcfl. from his 
face how much he had inwardly yielded. 

, But from that day on I-wan at least saw no more torture. 


■ It was soon after this that Bwao began to perfect a {3!an wdiich for 
a long time he had been musing upon in his mind. It had begun 
many months before, when it had occurred to him to imagine what 
he would do if some day when he led his men in a secret attack, 
one of those whom he must kill or see killed should happen to 
be Bunji? He put the thought away as soon as it came. There was 
so little chance that this would happen that he could think of it as 
no chance. 

And yet there was enough chance left so that he never looked 
from ambush at Japanese upon a road where he was hidden or 
through an open door suddenly upon men surprised without taking 
his first quick look to see that none of the faces was Bunii’s face. 
No, and he never killed a man from behind, lest the man be Bunji, 
and if a man tried to make his escape and he had not seen his face, 
he let him go. , . . Yet he had heard nothing of Bunji. Tama never 
told him where he was, if indeed she knew herself. She only wrote 
that he was still alive and well, and that his little son was walking 
BOW, and that Setsu longed to have her second child. But who knew 
when that would be? This war was endless in spite of all the times 
'■sct'fur it to end.^ . , * And as long as he knew Bunji was alive, I-wan 
%as a£r^4. 

, Hchnew, of course, what' he would do if Bunji were among the 
ones they captured. He would help him to escape. That he had”' 
^decided , long ago when first he had thought of it, so that if it 
happened he would be ready. But first he would talk with Bunji 
and explain to him the evil of this war which his people made upon 
Twan's people. For I-wan had talked to many prisoners and he 
hp#;;|:pevf'^lhaf were ^ not -told why ; they had to leave their 

llbduiisl arid die in such hundreds and thousands. And 

the betters 'and; writing in the pockets of those 
;h4, ’tekd them^ that he mighpknow what thi?y thought and 
'^wayfthey' .said' the"same"thing, ■that""this"' 
landmctess^y they^ 'ipught ,to save their : 

'AaV. own longed to say to ^ 

^'h;;'t^fht,yo]iri:''Cbiin you ^ 
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mcd to save yourselves from with us, so-why have you died?'* But 
they were dead. 

And then he thought of how the men used to bring back many 
living prisoners until Endan put a _ stop to it for mercy’s sake after 
Peony had showed them her burns, and he tliought, ‘Why should 
we not teach these prisoners the truth 'and treat tliem kindly and 
send them back to their own army, to spread knowledge of the 
truth among tjicir fellows?’* 

He w^ciitto Eji-lan wdth this plan, not being sure at all what' 
En-lan would think of it, and if he would not say again that he 
was too soft. But En-laii, when he had heard it, seized it at once 
as' a' good clever ' plan. 

“It makes a man s arm slack if he does not believe in what he 
does,” he said. “And if we can spread doubt among them, and 
make them distrust their leaders, it is a clever thing to do.” 

The more Eadan tliought of it, the more he liked it. He clapped 
his hand against Ewan’s and laughed and cried, “Ids as good as 
capturing a trainload of guns — ^wcll, I will say that skull of yours 
has something in it, Ewan!” 

Somewhere or other, Ewan knew, his idea and En-Ian’s, idea, of 
the same thing did not quite hit- together. But he let it go. If the 
thing were accomplished, the end was served. And the men, when 
Endan explained it to them, were pleased with what they thought 
was such clever trickiness, and so the thing was done. And there- 
'after a certain number of prisoners were taken alive and fed-atid 
given courtesy and kindness and “educated,” as Endan said, for 
a' week or two, and set free again, looking, every man thus freed, 
$Q bewildered at what had happened to him that he was wholly 
dumb and did not know what came next. 

But for Bunji it was no use after, all. In the autumn Ewan had , 
a letter from Tama and in it she was all grief and mourning. Bunji 
had been killed in the fighting at Taierhchwang. Ewan, after he 
had read and burned her letter as he must all her letters, sat awhile 
' in’ his own room in great sorrow^', remembering Bunji as he had 
, known him when first he went to the Muraki hoiuse. How warm 
'heart had been his, and how merry! ;If there liad been no war, how* 
loqg ai\d happy a life would have been his desert! But warEtd*, 
i^on spoiled him* He was too simple for the strain and crue|t| qi 
ii^ar,:and it had broken him. 'And so -airEwan^s fears Of 


THE PATEIOT 



mg him were useless. And all Setsu’s hopes were useless, too. She 
** would never have a second son. 


raging nad abated, i-wan tooK tms message lo cM-im ana mey 
looked at it together and put their two minds 04 it and could 
imagine nothing for a cause. At last they deckled it could, at least, 
have nothing to do with the state, since if tlicre had been an official 
reason, the message would not have come to him alone. 

‘‘Unless, of course/' Endan said, “he is displeased with some- 
thing and wants you for a messenger." 

But this seemed not true, either, for only a few days before this 
they had all rejoiced because without expecting it, they had re- 
ceived from Chiang a present of money and enough to buy winter 
clothes for the men who were most ragged. It must be, I-wan 
thought in himself, something of his own private self. His mind 
flew always to Tama. It might be tliat Chiang wanted to test him 
concerning his Japanese wife. For one moment I-wan thought, 
“What if he demands that I give her up?" 

Well, he would not, he knew. What he could do or what he 
would say beyond that, the moment must tell him when it came. 
At least that he had come back to his country and was here fight- 
ing should count for the truth of anything he said. But what was 
between him and Tama belonged to the past and to the future. The 
present he had given to his country. But to none would he promise 
that future which none could know. 

Thus encouraging himself he tied up his extra clothes in a piece 
of square cloth as farmers do, and was ready on the landing field 
when MacGurk came for him. 

“You ready?" MacGurk bawled at him over the side of the 


eady, 1-wan replied. 

fiop ofii again then % 4 bout twenty minutes," Mac- 
, and leaped out of fhc plane. He took off his cap and 
nut d£ making this run now— 

'm it was; when the c|iie! was in , Nanking! ,The 
|^hkow''here is. full of hdtfs( nfid 1 fell in every, one of 
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’em/* They were walking toward ;the, farmhouses which were 
En-lan’s camp. “Fll take a swallow of tea and a cigarette and tligm 
well be oif. Lots of daylight yet/* MacGurk went on* 

They sat down at an outdoor table of the village teashop and the 
old woman whose husband kept the place came and wiped off the 
table with a black rag and then blew into the teacups to rid them 
of dust and prepared to wipe them also. But MacGurk stopped 
her with a xmr. 

‘"Hercj lay off that cleanings will 'you?** He turned on I-wan. 
“Tell her I want ’em dirty! Sa-ay! I can do my hop-skip-and-jump 
between bullets all right, but germs is sometliing else again!** 

He stared at the old woman in mock anger while Lwan told her 
to leave the bowk, and when he saw her cower before his gaze he 
broke into a grin. “Never mind, old lady,” he told her. “I wash 
’em myself anyway.” And he poured some of the boiling tea into 
the bowls, threw the tea on the ground, and then filling his bowl 
and Lwank, he blew the hot tea loudly and supped it, 

“Will you never learn any of our language so that you can make 
your own complaints?” I-wan asked 'him in good humor, ' . , , 
“Naw — don’t need it,” MacGurk replied, “If I yell loud enough 
and say it over a coupla times and stare at' ’em hard they see what 
' .1 mean pretty quick, I don’t have -much time, anyway.” 

In a little while they were back in ■ the plane and now I-wan ' 
saw still more of his country thaU'.he had ever seen. Mountains 
rolled their curling length beneath, and clouds coiled and covered 
them or left them bare. But I-wan could not put his mind to on-*, 
joyment of, beauty. He was eaten up with wondering why he was 
called to this meeting, ^ ■ 


He had never been in Hankow before. Time and again when he 
was a child his father used to say that some time soon they must 
return to Hunan to visit the ancient lands of the family, from 
which they still received rents, and I-wan knew, that the city of 
Hankow on one side of the Yangtse River and the city of Wuchang' 
on the other were like pillars to the gate which opened to the vast 
territories of the inner provinces, 'Somewhere within them lay his, 
, familyk inherited lands which even Bis' grandfather had never seen, 
.planted and harvested by generations. , of farmers who rented, 


from father to son,, and who sent their rent moneys;, as ■: 
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wight have sent tribute to an unknown emperor. But who they 
: ’ ^^ere I-wan did not know. And indeed he had never thought of 
them except when his father said, ‘The rents are good this year.'* 
■Or he saidj ‘The lands have paid us nothing these tm^o years, what 
with a flood last year and the bandits very bad this year still/' But 
everything was the same in his father’s house whatever the year 
was. 

Nevertheless, as he rode through the streets of Hankow to be 
taken to the house where Chiang Kai-shek was, he looked at all 
the people and listened to their language. He could understand 
what they said, but it was different in its cadence from En-lan’s 
language, and altogether different from his own Shanghai speech. 
Yet they were all one people and he was one with them. He thought 
very often and deeply of these differences among his own people. 
Tama’s people were close to each other in every thought. But his 
were not. When this war was over which now united them for the 
. first time in all their history, then what could they find still to unite 
them? He asked himself this question very often, thinking, too, 
somewhat of himself and En-Ian. This war held them together 
stilL But after it was over, what would tliere be, unless memory 
held? But human memory never held. There must be somediing 
4|/; ; ;else, as strong as war, as necessary as defense against an enemy. 

?'■ •!' Ip fpe was lost in his pondering on the future 'as he was .so often 
;;jMw^fwhen suddenly the car 'in which he was sitting stopped with 
■"I .before a common brick house 'and the driver motioned witli 

;i ;;/r^,|iis!thumh'that they had reached .their place* I-wan got out alone, 
j -MacGurk had stayed to mend a fault in his engine, and he 
'1 ■ ' ; a bell' at; the door. It was opened by a servant in a white 
f/rJ 'Jr and' the ^servant ^xpect^^ he bowed and took Twaii 

i..' small side doom and askal'kim to sit down for a few 
aw^y, and Kwan. sat waiting. There was nothing 
tbbm'td holdps ;ihterest, since the 'furniture was plain and 
|i‘ji about to W} to his thinking again whe^n the 
‘andp^ fath'o: eanie in. Kwaa stbod up at once, greatly 


more he 
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his father, the more anxious he’ felt. He had never seen his father 
like this. All of his old energy and' stubbornness seemed gone. He, 
sat there as though it 'would be an 'effort to rise again. 

'1 am as well as any can be now,” his ^ father repliecL And then 
he said, ''This war is killing us all in one way or another. I have 
just had letters from Nanking.” He' paused, and then went on, ‘In 
uiy way I had helped to make that new city. We made great loans 
there for the capital. I was proud of it. Well, it is gone.” 

“You mean — completely destroyed?” I-wan asked in a low voice. 

He remembered that before he went to see Chiang there his father 
had told him to look at this great new building and that one, and 
to see the fine new streets which had been made from the winding 
narrow streets of the ancient city. And they were beautiful. Every- 
one was proud to see them there. 

“What is not ruined belongs to the enemy,” his father said. Then 
he leaned forward and put his hands on his knees and whispered to 
Twan, “But what sickens me and makes me afraid is not men dead 
and houses in ruins, but this — ^that on every street opium is for sale 
openly! They want to ruin those who are still alive, too.” 

And to I-wan's horror he saw tears come into his father’s eyes 
and begin to roll down his checks, and his father did not wipe 
. them away but he let them roll down. And Twan could not bear 
to sec it, and yet he did not know what to say, so he looked down 
and said nothing. . . . He had heard of this opium. Nothing else , d 
so angered En-lan as the opium they found ready for sale when 
they took back a town from the enemy. ^ > 

“I weep’ for much,” his father said at last, half in apology, and 
then he took the ends of his long sleeves and wiped his eyes, one f 

and then the other. And then he said, pleadingly, “I-wan, can you j 

‘ take a few days from your life and, go with me to see the lands? 

Some day they will be yours and your sons’. I shall never live there, 
but it may be you will live there with your children.” 

Looking back upon this later, I-wan remembered that even then 
he thought it strange his father said nothing of I-ko, but only, ^‘The 
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lands will bse yours.’^ - ' ^ ^ 

“I should like to go,” he said. . • ' - ;; : 

, ; “It may be th,e, ml)r. .Chin.a left mil be in these inner 'provinces,*- ' !’ 

^ Ms fatber went d'n.' “Who can tcU? But sofocthing must, come, 

' is happening to, ns^the people who have 'fled here the ,‘''i : 
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liA’ 'c£)astal provinces— the schools moved here. Last week I gave 
'I^my name to a loan of many thousands of dollars for an iron works 
' to be moved from Hankow inland,” 

*ls Chiangnot to defend Hankow?” he asked. 

His father shook his head. 

'**Canton was abandoned yesterday. In a few days Hankow, too, 
will fall,” he said. '‘Well, I hope Chiang is right—” His father 
sighed. “If he is not right, then we are lost indeed ” 

He sat silent for a moment, and Lwan wondered if it could be 
that he did not believe so perfectly as he had in Chiang? Canton 
gone, and then Hankow . • .? And at that moment the door opened 
and there was Chiang Kai-shek’s wife. They rose and she nodded 
a little to them and said in her quiet soft voice, “The Generalissimo 
is ready for you,” and she led them across a room and into the room 
where Chiang sat. 

He rose when they entered. I-wan had not seen him stand be- 
fore. He looked taller now than he was, being straight and very 
thin. He did not speak and they sat down together and his wife 
felt of the teapot and then poured tea into their bowls. Everything 
she did was done with such a smoothness and grace that eyes could 
not but follow her to see the curve of her neck and the turn of her 
’ head* and the swift accurate gestures of her hands. She lcx)kcd at 
her husband and he looked at her and nodded, and then she went 
away and shut the door quietly. 

' ' _ Now they were alone with him and I-wan lilted his eyes to him 
to inquire of him what he wanted. 

.^1 have sent for you for two reasons,” Chiang Kai-shek said with- 
out any greeting or beginning, “The first reason is to tell you of 
death of your elder brother.” 

said in an even strong voice and when he had said it, he 
a moment for I-wan to comprehend it, , . . He could not 
it, indeed. I-ko dead! He felt his blood leave his head 
rush , back into it, burning hot. He looked at his father, 
was sitting there in his seat, his head drooped and his eyes 
iiward^ , ' ' / „ . . ' 

\this,TatbetH’‘'he said in a, thick voied, ' * , ' 

‘^twerday#” he wh^pered. . > ' ; ; 

Chiang Kai-shek said; 
;a Ict^ from'’ the* dje^k gave it ^ to! Lwan. 
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It was badly written upon a dirty .piece of paper^, and it was in 
penciled ElnglisliT There was no name upon it but wliat it said was ^ 
plain enough. It gave a list of names of men, five men, who had 
been seen in secret meeting with certain of the enemy. And I-Ws 
name was third. 

I-wan looked up to Chiang’s eyes again. 

‘'But why should rny brother — he was not able to go beyond 
this* 

*'There was a plot/’ Chiang said harshly, and yet no more harshly 
than he said anything, “and the enemy promised your brother a 
high place in the government they will set up.” He nodded toward 
the letter, which I-wan put back upon the desk before him. “I had 
that by messenger fourteen days ago. It was not the first news I had 
had. But I sent for this man who did not write his name here, but 
who gave it by mouth to the man who, on foot and by any way he 
could, came to me with it. I sent for him. When he came he said his 
name was Lim and that he knew you and your brother. He hated 
your brother for some cause or other.” Chiang paused. “Well, I 
use men’s hate.” He paused again, and then went on. “This gave 
me proof that your brother was a traitor. I ordered him executed 
with the others.” 

These words I-wan listened to one by one, knowing the end 
while he listened, and fearing it, too. But he sat on, looking at 
Chiang’s face. 

“How could that — ^how could that — that man — ” he began to 
stammer in a hoarse voice. It seemed horrible to him that Jackie 
Llm, to whom he had been kind, should be the one to spy out I-ko. 

But Chiang said quickly, “Do not blame him. He is an honest 
man. But he is very simple. It made him angry to hear what was 
gossiped everywhere among the common soldiers, that some of 
their officers took bribes, and, being simple, when he heard it he 
examined into it and he was brave enough to report it to me direct. 
He has lived in America where, he said, men do not fear those 
who rule them.” 

, ’“Where is he now?” I-wan demanded. 

“I sent him back to fight,” Chiang replied. “I don’t know what 

.became of him.” ^ 

. ' There was nothing then to be,' said. His father sat without moft] 

' tng. J-wan , breathed one deep breath and straightened his shbuldet$. ^ 
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tried oot to see all the pictures of I-ko that his memory now 
brought before his eyes — I-ko playing with him in the garden when 
they were very small and he thought his elder brother beautiful 
and sitrong, I-ko willful at being denied something and flinging 
himself to the ground to weep and kick his legs, I-ko a handsome 
young man. , . . How did I-ko meet his death? Was he brave and 
silent, or was the spoiled child the real I-ko to the last ? Impossible 
to know— he did not want to know. 

“It was his foreign wife— I shall send her back to her own coun- 
try,” his father now said slowly. “It was she who was always 
making him despise his own people. From the very first moment 
she came, nothing was good enough for her. She did not like the 
food or the way we lived. Nothing we have was so good as what 
she had in her own country. And she laughed at our soldiers and 
she always said to I-ko that the Japanese were better, until he be- 
gan to believe there was no use trying to fight them. So — I sup- 
’p6sc?E4us fathef^^^^ — “he thought since Canton was 

doomed to fall, he might as well—’ He looked up at Chiang hag- 
gardly. “I don’t defend him,” he said in a whisper. 

Chiang had let him speak on, and while he spoke his grave face 
took on a sort of stern kindness. Now he said, “We have under- 
stood each other.” 

, I-wan saw bis father nod. And at that moment he knew he 
loved his father as he never had before. ... 

“Go out now,” Chiang was saying to his father. “Rest yourself 
a' little while. I want to talk to your son.” 

His father rose and bowed, and they waited while he went out. 
Then when they were alone suddenly Chiang changed. All the 
mildness in. hisiace was gone. He turned on I-Wan his full stern 
black gaze. 

I f 'i'You I have used,” he said. “I had planned to use you again.” 
j life: patted. “But you are married to a Japanese,” he added sharply. 

■ jumped a little, in spite of himself. This man knew 
gk But; he was ready. 

ifatheif$’«n, yop’ are also brother m a traitor,” 
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“There is no way for m,e to, tell- ydu,’* I-wan retorted. He could 
be afraid of this -man/ but he' would,' not be. . ■ , 

“Will you give up 'your Japanese wife?” Chiailg. demanded, 

“At your command?” ,I-wan, asked. • 

Chiaiig did not answers but he did not move his eyes from 
I-waii*s face, 

“No/* I-waii.said quietly. And then -after a moment he said/ “I 
left my wife and my children to come back and' fight. I am fighting. 
When peace comesj I shall bring them 'here. My sons are Chinese. 
And — she — their mother — ^i.s loyal to me.” 

“It will be a long time before peace comes/* Chiang said. 

“I know that/* I-wan said. 

“This city wall be in ruins, too/* Chiang said. He looked about 
the room and then out of the window, where roof touched roof in 
the crowded city. “This city and many others, perhaps. When 
peace comes there may be no cities left.** 

“There will be land/* I-wan replied. . , • Now he understood why 
his father had said, “The lands will be yours and your sons*.” 

“Yes, there will be land/’ Chiang repeated. And then with one 
of those vivid changes which I-wan had now learned to expect 
of him, he said, “What sort of woman is your wife?” 

For answer I-wan took from his pocket Tama’s last two letters, 
which he had not destroyed because they had come just before 
he left and he wanted to read them again. He opened them and 
spread them before Chiang. 

They were simple letters, written in Tama’s fine clear hand- 
Vriting. She had not returned to her father’s house because when 
I-wan was gone she found she could not. So now these letters were 
full of small things such as how a certain tree had grown in the 
garden and how the chrysanthemums they had planted together 
were in bloom again and how a storm from the sea had torn the 
paper m the lattice to the west, and she and Jiro had mended it, 
and how big the boys grew and how she told them their father 
was a hero and that he fought for his country, which was theirs 
too, and that he must think of them as waiting for the future when 
,they would all be united, again. They were, indeed, but 
^he letters which any, wife wouM write to her 
Jpvcd and who at the frphf iitrany war. 
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^^^I'Watclied Chiatig^s face while he read them. But tie could tell 
laming from it, and he waited while Chiang folded the letters and 
'“pul them into the envelopes, slowly as though he were thinking 
of' something- Then he handed them back to I-wan« 

^''And now— is there anything you wish?*^ he demanded- 

**Oiily to have a few days with my father,” I-wan replied quickly. 
'*Wt will visit our ancestral lands together, which we have never 
seen.” 

‘^And then?” Chiang demanded again* * • 

‘To return to my place in the army,” I-waa replied. 

“Granted!” Chiang exclaimed. He turned away and struck 
the bell on his desk and the door opened and his wife came in and 
hwan knew himself dismissed. He rose and bowed, but Chiang 
was not looking at him. 

“Where is that map of the new road to Burma?” he was asking 
her as though she had not been away ’from him. “I had my hand 
^ on it ,a moment ago ” 

•“Here it is,” she said, laughing at him a little, “here under your 
hand!” 

; And Twan went out with these words in his ears* The new 
■road' to Burma! Was that finished already? He had heard it was 
‘ being made— thousands of men and women were making it. Well, 
[it was a strange way to fight a war, perhaps, to make a great road 
;iveiti#trd while the enemy bombed the cast! But it was their way. 
‘-Wha|if the real country his sons would know was this new inner 
’iCnint, looking not seaward but across the mountains to IndiA? 
Who knew? But who knew anything?: 

And he went to find his father* 
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